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в, anactof rebellion, a piece of 
messianic software: All kinds of weird & 
wonderful memes & meta-memes are fighting 
to capture our imaginations 6 pull us out of the 
apocalyptic, fix we're in. | 

0 here's the big question we're asking for 


the year: 

Can a global network of culture jammers 6 
creatives - a tribe of fired-up 

meme warriors — launch a tsunami of 
cognitive | ges to | 
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WE ARE LIVING IN A TIME IN HISTORY WHEN 
THE MASS MEDIA CAN NO LONGER BE COUNTED 
ON TO PROVIDE A FREE AND INDEPENDENT 
VOICE IN POLITICAL DEBATE. OR TO BE Я 
COUNTERVAILING FORCE AGAINST LARGE 
CORPORATE COMMERCIAL INTERESTS. 


Forty year old Joyce Vincent had been lying dead 

in her London apartment for two straight years before 
the badly decomposed body was discovered by her 
landlord in April 2006. The story, quietly tucked away in 
British newspapers, profoundly upset readers around 
the world who saw her isolation as a failing of modern 
communities. As one outraged blogger put it, “Two years. 
She lay there. Alone, dead, unnoticed, and unmissed. 
How is it possible that in a city of about seven million, 
not one person noticed that a neighbor, sister, cousin or 
friend was missing?" 

How, indeed: in an era of advanced communication 
technologies in which loved ones can be reached with 
а few clicks of a mouse or dial of a phone, it seems 
implausible that the number of solitary deaths have been 
on the rise in countries like the UK and Japan in recent 
years. Alienation, dubbed the "great emotional sickness 
ої our era" by Italian filmmaker Michaelangelo Antonioni, 
remains a disease that even email, cell phones and 
online networking has been powerless to remedy. These 
days, some experts are even suggesting that our social 
bonds may be breaking down not in spite of these new 
technologies, but because of it. 

A decade ago, when many North Americans were still 
just starting to go online, Apple, AT&T, Hewlett Packard 
and Intel funded a research project by Washington 
University to study the psychological and social effects 
of using the Internet. While most first-time users went 
online for social purposes, the studies showed a rapid 
decline in participation for social activities beyond the 
net and increases in depression and loneliness. While 
magazines like Fortune and BusinessWeek boasted 
the virtues of "interactive" sites such as MySpace and 
YouTube, most internet users were found to be joining 
fewer clubs, talking less in-person and hanging out with 
friends less often. While new tools were allowing people 
to network faster than ever, studies around the world 
have pointed to the shrinking social circles of tech- 
savvy consumers. A June 2006 study by Duke University 
concluded that the average American today only has 
two close confidants, while SwissCom Inc. found that 80 
percent of all cell phone conversations took place with 
only four people. 

Some critics have rebuffed the suggestion that 
technology has eroded traditional human bonds, noting 
that the interaction is simply taking place in different 
forms. "What it's really doing is shifting the means of 
socializing,” says Barry Wellman, a sociology professor at 
the University of Toronto. In other words, the seemingly 
quiet and withdrawn teenager at family dinners could in fact 
be a witty conversationalist in online forums. This didn't 
necessarily make her anti-social; it was simply a different 
mode of communication. While heavy internet users were 





spending less time with family and friends offline, they 
were keeping more regular contact through cell phone calls 
and email. The Internet has moreover been a godsend for 
some people who lacked opportunities for human contact, 
such as the elderly and disabled. Vilify it though we may, 
technology has so far played an invaluable role in keeping 
people integrated. 

In themselves, email and cell phones are only a small 
part of the broader causes of loneliness in modern 
society. What these tools have done, however, is 
fundamentally change the nature of our communication 
with other people. While our new tools grant us the 
convenience of talking from a distance over a screen, 
they also exempt us from the intimacy that comes with 
face-to-face communication. The subtle nuances of facial 
expressions and body language are lost, and in return, 
we are spared the awkwardness and inconveniences of 
in-person meetings. 

"There is something trying, even exhausting, about 
human interactions," writes Laura Pappano in her book, 
The Connection Gap. "Why meet when you can e- 
mail? And digital video makes it seem like you're there. 
Right?" While interviewing a terminally ill woman who 
chatted online to escape loneliness, however, Pappano 
discovered that the woman gradually grew cynical of the 
superficial interactions with her ‘friends’ - to them, she 
was merely a name on a screen, disembodied from her 
cancer and the world around her. They didn't perceive 
the pain in her eyes or voice as she communicated 
with them. Her life and death had no impact on their 
conscience. 

“| don't want useless sounds. | want to select them,” 
complains Monica Vitti's character in Antonioni's 1964 
film, La Notte. In today's age of virtual communication, 
it has become all too easy for people to select and filter 
out the voices they don't want to hear. It's a world in 
which voices of isolated, impoverished individuals like 
Joyce Vincent all too easily lose their place. In the last 
hour before her death, Vincent surrounded herself with 
unopened Christmas presents and drowned out the 
silence with sounds from her TV set - a parting reminder 
10 herself, perhaps, that she was still connected to a 
society that had long forgotten about her. 

-Jenny Uechi 





BusRadio, an American start-up company, wants to establish a private radio network that will pipe music, 
PSAs and commercial spots into US school buses, a tactic that they call *a unique and effective way to reach 
the highly sought after teen and tween market." Meanwhile, electronic textbook publisher Freeload Press has 
amassed a catalogue of 15 titles, all offered for free download to college students who are willing to put up with 
the numerous ads inserted within. Thankfully, few instructors have proven eager to adopt the texts. 


VIDEO E 
An Amsterdam-based addictions center has established a "problem gaming" treatment program, believed to be 
the first of its kind. Dubbed "The Game Zone," the program is designed to get compulsive gamers - some of 
whom shake and sweat at the sight of a computer — away from video games and to re-acquaint them with real- 
world problems and real-world fun. Addictions consultancy Smith & Jones began offering the program in July 
after noting an increase in clients who were neglecting family, schoolwork, careers and even basic personal 
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digital culture 





THE NEWS Apple's iconic iPod surpasses 
60,000,000 sales as 2006 draws to a close 
= reportedly % of the global market. 


BEHIND THE NEWS Malleable-brained 
kids are spending more and more time 
using digital devices, in some countries 
up to seven hours a day. Neurobiologist 
Susan Greenfield has petitioned the UK 
government to fund research into whether 
all of this digital exposure can alter the way 
our brains work. She argues that we have 
been rapidly transitioning from a culture of 
words and narratives to one of images and 
icons, a change that may Бе hindering our 
ability to learn and reason - as manifested, 
for example, in the rise of ADD. 


hygiene as a result of gaming. 





ion's GDP. 
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THE NEWS Viewership for TV ads is in the 
dumps, thanks in part to digital recorders 
like TiVo and emerging on-demand, 
portable media. 


BEHIND THE NEWS TV ads aren't going 
down without a fight. On the sledgehammer 
end of the spectrum, tech giant Phillips 
has already patented "ad-enforcement" 
technology that would disable fast- 
forwarding and channel changing during 
commercials. Meanwhile, ad execs are 
pursuing stealthier tactics, with roughly 
half admitting to having paid for product 
placement within broadcast content itself, 
according to a June 2006 marketing survey 
by Advertising Age. 





Writing in the British Medical Journal, prominent health economist Richard Layard has warned that mental 

illnesses have now surpassed unemployment as the UK's biggest social problem. With roughly 15 percent of 
Brits suffering from some form of anxiety and depression, Layard pegs the economic cost of the epidemic at 
about £1.7 billion - опе and a half percent of the n. 


In September, the Hasbo company released an updated version of its venerable Monopoly board game, adding 
Й several zeroes to the dollar amounts and replacing old game pieces with "cool tokens that are iconic to life 
here and now." Don't bother looking for the battleship and the flat iron, because they've been jettisoned in 
favor of cast metal renditions of McDonald's french fries and Motorola Razr phones. The game maker insists 
that it was not paid for these product placements. 


coalition spin 


THE NEWS American PR firm the Lincoln 
Group is awarded a major two-year contract 
to develop "public relations products" for 
the US military. 


BEHIND THE NEWS In 2005, the Lincoln 
Group was exposed as a key player in a 
controversial (and covert) military scheme 
to pay for flattering articles about coalition 
forces in Iraqi newspapers, a scheme widely 
decried as a threat to independent media in 
the troubled nation. Military spokespeople 
claim that the new contract - said to be 
worth $6.2 million per year - would not 
incorporate similar measures. Cp. 











outlet У bypt herman 


“I need to eat a salad,” said the woman, steam rising from her magenta lips. “It's freezing. A person could, like, 
die out here or something. I should've bought those Diesels, don't you think? I bet I could've fit into them by 
Christmas. It'd be something to shoot for.” 

"So you go take a steam and a sauna,” said her husband. "You'll come out feeling like a million bucks." 

“The steam room makes me retain water.” 

The man grunted and looked down at his cell phone. They were standing in the Outlet Village parking lot, their 
legs nearly hidden behind shopping bags. The outlets were designed to resemble a medieval hamlet, sans slop pails 
and the Plague, and with colorful brand-name logos in place of coats of arms. Beyond the village rose wave upon 
wave of wooded, snow-covered hills bare of foliage save for the hemlock, spruce and pine sprinkled throughout. 
Looking up into this wilderness, the woman's mascara-rimmed eyes narrowed; she might have been surveying a 


"Kred van pulled up, susu: 


wife climbed inside while the driver retrieved theiflbags, and they sped off onto a narrow 
the trees. As the couple watched the outlets disappear from sight a look of disquiet came over them. 

“We'll get a рур,” said the man, brightening, "They've got Top Gun down there at the front desk.” 

«І really just need to relax, Sal. Maybe Ill get an aromatherapy.” 

The woman was in her mid-thirties, well put together, with all the right clothes. Her burgundy nails looked fit for 
killing, her hair was designed by New York City’s best and gayest stylists, and a rich scent like furniture polish mixed 
with cotton candy rose off her pampered skin. Her eyes looked tired, though, and in her abdomen she seemed to 
carry excess weight and grief. 

“You just got aromatherapy. You said it bothered your sinuses.” 

“Sal, I really need you to support me right now, OK? I think I might have the driver stop for a Diet Coke, or some 
Tum: 

“Tums, 1 got Tums right here.” 

“No, I think it’s Rolaids. Rolaids are the ones that work for me.” 

“You want Rolaids? We'll get Rolaids. Driver, where can we find a Duane Reade? You know, a drug store.” 

“Ican take you to a drug store,” said the driver, an older gentleman with a lined ruddy face and age-spotted 
hands, “but it's about ten minutes out of the way. 


fat wound between 








“Forget it, Sal. Forget it.” The woman's voice was a 
dry monotone. "I just want to get back to the hotel. My 
head is killing me. They'll have something there." 

The man surveyed her with distaste out of the corner 
of his eye. He was tall and solid of build, bronze- 
skinned, with a wedge of pomaded black hair sprouting 
from close upon his thick brow. His lower lip was heavy 
and slack, and he wore a shiny white and red tracksuit 
with the sleeves pushed up over hairy forearms, one of 
which sported a gold Rolex, his pride and joy. Looking 
down at his cell phone, he began to press some buttons. 
His wife took hers out as well. 

"Carson!" she cried into the cell, "It's mommy. Yeah, 
it’s all right. There's nothing here but trees. We bought 
you something. No, I can’t tell you. It's a surprise. OK, 
it's jacket. You're gonna love it. It's suede, made out 
of lambs or something. It's so soft. Sara will love you 
init. She will. Absolutely. Right. Right. Uh-huh, That's 
nice, honey: You're not drinking too much Diet Coke, 
are you? You know it makes you fat, right? There's a new 
study. It fools your body into thinking it's skinny. All 
right. Take care of your little brother and sister. Kisses 
for mommy. Mmmm. Mmm." The woman snapped 
her cell phone shut and stowed it in her coat pocket. 
“Carson's good,” she said, "He says Tommy got a Lexus.” 

“The white and gold?” 

“Of course.” 

“Now Carson's gonna want one." 


“Wh 
shouldn’t 
he? What 


are we, 
poor?’ pon 


ad her color-tipped fingers and rolled her eyes 

toward heaven or Saks Fifth Avenue. “Oh, my head. 
Maybe ГІЇ go work out. It's cause I haven't had any fresh 
air. When we get back I want you to call down and tell 
them to change the water in our humidifier.” 

“What, call them just to change the water? So I'll 
change the water." 

“Just call them. It's better that way. Get my magazine 
from my bag, will you? It's right there, in my Coach." 





She flopped the glossy magazine open on her lap, licked 
her fingertips, and began leafing through it without. 
looking at the pages. The man nodded toward the 
driver, who met his eyes in the rearview mirror. 

“So what do you people do out here?” 

“Oh, this and that. Watch the clouds go 

“What, so do you have county fairs and what not?” 

“Every year.” 

"Don't you even have a movie theater around?” asked 
the woman. 

“Yup, we've got the cinemaplex out at the mall, ten 
theaters.” 

"That's good,” sniffed the woman. 

“Probably lots of berry picking, too,” said the man, 
grinning at his wife as if he'd made a joke. She looked 
back down at her magazine, licked her finger and 
flipped a page. The man reached into the back and 
dug into one of the shopping bags. "These Baccos are 
fantastic. I should've bought them in black, too. 1 mean, 
why not? With shoes like these, you can use brown and 
black. Shoes make the man, like they say.” 

"Clothes." 

"What?" 

"Clothes make the man." 

"Shoes aren't clothes?" 

"No, they're shoes." 

"They cover your body, so they're clothes. What, so 
you want to stop for a salad somewhere?" 

“My head is killing me. I feel so fat." Suddenly the 
woman pushed the magazine off her lap. “Sally, I need 
you to take care of me, OK baby?" 

“Shh, not here, Lauren. Come on. Why now with 
this? All day you've been...” 

The woman grasped both his hands, her eyes 
emphatic with tears. "Sally, really, I mean it!” 

"Laur, what is it, huh? The kids are OK, right?" 
"They're fine. I don't know what's the matter with 
me. I don't know why we came out here to the boonies. 

I just want to go home.” 

“So we'll go home. We'll leave tonight if you want.” 

“No, the hotel's booked through Monday. We'll lose 
the deposit." 

"When we get back to our room we'll watch Top Gun, 
grab a salad, aromatherapy, whatever you want." 

The woman looked at him but made no reply. 

She stared out the car window, past her own ghostly 
reflection, at the bare trees rushing by in a blur and at 
the motionless gray sky above, like the absence of sky. 
She could feel the weight of each tear on her mascara- 
stiffened lashes, and the way her lashes seemed to. 
spring back as each drop fell. She was aware of the cold 
air rising off the glass, and the cool lines on her cheeks 








left by her tears. Her breath passed deep into her lungs and swept through her body like wind through a canyon. She 
wanted Sal to comfort her but hoped even more that he wouldn't speak. Probably there were medications for this 
sort of thing. 

They drove on in silence, the driver guiding the van with two fingers of each hand through a series of swaying 
turns. The hotel was an old restored mansion with a semi-circular gravel driveway out front. The driver pulled up 
beneath the awning and got out to retrieve their bags from the back of the van. 

"Laur, you OK?" whispered the man, tilting his head to look at her face, "What's going on, Laur?" 

“I don't know.” Her tears had left tracks in her makeup, and the new ones ran down the same paths to form 
cloudy drops at the point of her chin. "I don't know,” she repeated, “I just feel so weird. I need you to be here for 
те” 

He studied her, his heavy brow knit in puzzlement. (His was a face that displayed every thought.) Then, slowly, 
his brows lifted, his eyes took on a light, and his lower lip was drawn up over the upper. "I'll do even better than 
that,” he said, “We'll go back to Outlet Village. Right now. We'll get those Diesels. You can have anything you want." 
He grinned and pinched her cheek and then wiped his hand on his pants. “Huh, how's that?" 

She sat there sniffling, scrutinizing the car seat. 

“We'll get the Diesels, Laur, and whatever else, huh?” 

“You think I'll be able to fit into them?" 


“Two pairs? Can we get 
two pairs?” 


“Three, four, whatever.” 

Ashiver went through her, and she pulled her jacket up around her shoulders. Then, as if waking from a dream, 
she looked at him, and a smile formed on her waxy lips. 

"That's a girl,” said the man, "Anything you want. Driver, what do you say you take us back there? Yeah, back to 
the outlets. There'll be a good tip in it for you if you wait for us." lla 


Peter Herman is a freelance writer and editor based in New York City. 
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I subscribe but I wonder why. The latest 
issue [Adbusters #63] - it's a design disaster. 
The piece by Shoilee Khan might be OK, 
but I don’t wish to jump through the 
typography hoop. Surely, if the author is 
working on an MA in English literature, 
why not let the literature speak? 

ге your art director. 








PETER ROBINSON 
London, UK 


1 just bought the Apocalypse Soon issue. The 
guest art director sure knows how to make 
flashy magazines, but 1 doubt he ever reads 
them. Why else would he insist on making 

the text barely legible? 

Kudos to your regular staff. This issue 
reminds us what a good job they do issue 
after issue. 

NORMAND BASTIEN 
Montreal, Quebec, Canada 


NEW CITIES 

I was reading through Adbusters #68 last 
night and came across the article on Frank 
Gehry and the new urban aesthetic. It got 
me thinking about a poster I had seen at my 
friend’s house. She had this novelty map 
of the world in her bathroom, one of these 
touristy things with the major cities at an 
exaggerated size so they could be seen and 
recognized. I remember thinking "God, 
there's alot of tall, useless towers out 





there.” Indeed there were: Toronto had the 
CN Tower emphasized, of course; Paris, 
the Eiffel Tower; and Moscow had the 
Ostankino Tower; these were the obvious 
ones. Yet it seemed like every city out here 
had to have some big, useless landmark 
stuck in the middle of it. Munich, Berlin, 
Tokyo - the more I looked around, the 
more it seemed like a city didn't qualify as 
a major center unless it had a giant tower 
of some kind. Kuwait City, Shanghai, even 
Tashkent, in Uzbekistan, has a huge TV 
tower in it. 

Other than telecommunications broad- 
casting, what purpose do these monu- 
ments serve? Why is а city not a city unless 
it has some great concrete phallus, like an. 
enormous erection reaching up to pen- 
etrate the heavens, at its center? And why 
are we trying to outdo each other to build 
ever larger, ever more useless structures? 
Has civic planning been reduced to a 
global "biggest dick" contest? 

BRUCE LAMDIE 
Lennoxville, Quebec, Canada 


live in New York, where there is always 
something tall going up. This city is a great. 
site for studying the effects that towers 
have on culture, The organic, diverse flow 
of the village is very different from the. 
soulless grid of midtown. Where towers. 
pack in the most real-estate density is 
where I feel the most absence of human- 
ity. I see myself dealing less and less with 
individual people and more often with rep: 
resentatives of a corporation. What once 
made this city spontaneous, original and 
eclectic is being smothered by real-estate 
developers and the spread of corporate 
monotony. 

JUSTIN THOMAS 

New York, USA 


ECO ANXIETY 
Faster and faster, without looking back, we 
are running to the edge of the Great Cliff. 
For well over the last century we have been 
misplacing our trust, and it will be broken. 
In the beginning, we trusted ourselves, 
and those we knew and loved. When we 
needed help, we knew where to go. Now, 


we trust the banks to have our money, we 
trust the television not to lie, we trust the 
doctor to know what's wrong, we trust 

the water to be clean, we trust our food to 
be safe. We trust our cell phones to get a 
signal, we trust the lights to still turn on, we 
trust the grid not to go down, we trust the 
pills to kill the pain, 

Misplaced trust allows for misplaced 
blame. When the cliff comes up, and no one 
stops, you will all be happy blaming every- 
one else. As this society plunges headlong 
over the edge, it won't be your fault. 

BORDEN GEWIN 
Midwest USA 


It's a fact that many plant and animal species 
are leaving us. My friend’s dad worked cut- 
ting down gum trees while Koalas were still 
in them, to build a supermarket. And I go to 
bed at night wondering when I will wake up 
to news of disaster. 

When is it too much? The answer is never, 
it just keeps coming. What we all must do 
is focus on communicating to each other 
about what we are willing to accept, and 
what we hold in our hearts to be unac- 
ceptable. It will only gain momentum, as 
opinion leaders are forced to change their 
opinions, and then more mainstream media 
owners allow editors to allow journalists to 
print stories more in line with hard fact. 

None of us will be here forever, and once 
ме make peace with this fact we can focus 
on what's important. Small changes to our 
lifestyles and the choices we make can be so 
wonderful and empowering. Start learning 
about issues you are concerned about, start. 
to read alternative media, and ask questions. 
when you have the chance. And help to 
show people when something is wrong and 
no-one else seems to care. 

To leave our world to continue down its 
current path would be a shame. Let us em- 
brace any opportunities to bring change! 

TRAVIS GOODE 
Brisbane, Queensland, Australia. 


So-called "true cost pricing" (which re- 
ceives much fanfare through your True Cost 
Economics campaign) merely recognizes 
the presence of externalities and the need 


to internalize them in order for markets 
to produce socially desirable outcomes. 
Sorry, but this is not news! Economists have 
known about this for a long time and noth- 
ing in it is inconsistent with neoclassical 
economics. 
PAUL A. JOHNSON 
PROFESSOR OF ECONOMICS, VASSAR COLLEGE 
Poughkeepsie, New York, USA 


It may not be news to them, but what are they 
doing with this knowledge? — Ed. 


I'm surprised and sad that I've never heard 
any mention of permaculture design in your 
magazine after four years of subscribing. 
Permaculture designers use the same guide- 
lines that nature always follows to design 
anything that one might imagine, whether 
mental, social, physical or ecological. 

Asa permaculture designer, | define 
“permaculture design” as the design of liv- 
ing systems; if a design goes against any one 
of nature’s guidelines, the creation will be 
a dying system. The following is a selective 
list of permaculture principles: 

* The universe is a unified system. 

* Or, each is connected to every other in 
some way. 

* Life depends on cooperation 

* (proximity, connections) and balance 
(timing, cycles). 

* Living systems are self-managed. 

* Stability and resilience increase as 
connections increase within a system 
and to other systems. 

* Every take has a give. 

+ Everything has many effects on its 
environment. 

+ Each has intrinsic value. 

+ Everything starts small. 

+ Imagination finds yields. Or, useful 
surplus is a function of creativity 

+ and information. 

+ Lack of inputs creates stress or work. 

+ Unused output is pollution. 

While I've heard such things as true-cost. 
design and psychodesign deemed revolu- 
tionary by your writers, these are givens in 
permaculture. Yet it has been taught on all 
continents for over 25 years. A basic 72-hour 
curriculum will include design and systems 


theory, essential ecology, human group 
process, healing arts (everything from herbs 
to bioremediation and restoration), natural 
building and architecture, direct action and 
disaster response training, independent 
media, true cost, community and regional 
‘economics, bioregionalism, urban and vil- 
lage design, and anything else that people 
might explore with nature’s ancient and 
proven guidance. 

I must admit that the cost of the 72-hour 
curriculum is somewhat prohibitive, averag- 
ing around $1,000, and this may be a major 
reason most people haven't heard the word. 
Many teachers like myself recognize and ac- 
commodate the need for free information. 
However, compared to the time and money 
invested in college educations, which are 
all talk, a permaculture design course is an 
efficient and effective bargain. 

CHRIS RICCI 
vía email 


MID-EAST POLITICS, 
Declaring himself “nauseated” by a piece 
оп Palestine, Clifford Mardinger asks read- 
ers [in Adbusters #67] to imagine having a 
loved one in an outdoor café in Israel killed 
by a suicide bomber. I will, but only if he 
imagines being a native-born Palestinian 
farmer in the West Bank unable to feed his 
family because Israeli authorities prohibit 
digging new wells, while almost within sight. 
newly arrived Jewish settlers splash about in 
swimming pools. Only if he imagines being 
a Palestinian enduring the ultimate degrada- 
tion of working as a laborer building Jew- 
ish-only housing on his own expropriated 
land just to be able to feed his children. And 
only if he imagines the obscene injustice 

of Palestinian refugees denied the right to 
return to their birthplace while any Jew in 
the world- even self-declared atheists ~ can 
"return" to a land they never set foot on and 
receive instant citizenship. 

Instead of relaxing in outdoor cafes, 
Israelis should be begging Palestinians for 
forgiveness. Or at least stop killing them. 

SHIRLEY GROVES 
Beaconsfield, Quebec, Canada 


» 


range caramel" (shown above). 


Israel has destroyed Lebanon's infrastruc- 
ture and carried out collective punishment. 
on Lebanese and Palestinian civilians. 
Since military options don't seem to be 
working for Israel, maybe it's time Гог 

and accommodation with its Arab. 





dialogu 
neighbors. 

Why should Hezbollah be required to 
give up its weapons when Israel, a large 
military power, doesn't have to? One 
person's terrorist is another person's free- 
dom fighter. 

Prime Minister Stephen Harper's obvi- 
ous support of Israel with his “measured 
response" statement neutralizes Canada's 
roll as peacekeeper, which is where 
Canada could be most effective: 

LYNN ышк 
Red Deer, Alberta, Canada 


1 was appalled to read one of the letters 
ue #67, where I felt 





to the editor in 
smacked in the face by the ignorance of 






»»Turkey's Peace Initiative has requested that a new advertising campaign be 
withdrawn on the grounds that it uses overly macho, militaristic language to 
sell a trivial product. Extolling the virtues of Wanted-brand chocolate bars, the 
sertes of ads uses phrases such as “rice krispies with pellet effects” and “long- 


the writer's comments. Why, oh wh 





you publish it, Adbusters? To single out 
Arab/Islamic culture as one that has no 
tolerance for other ways of life is absurd. 

In both theory and in practice, very few 
religions show a level of tolerance that 
doesn't systematically stifle the existence 
of other faiths in some capacity. Think 
back through human history: religion is the 


root cause of eve 





y war we fight. 





Why are the Palestinian people asserting 
violence - or, in the words of one of your 
readers, “lusting for blood" — in Israel? If 
you take an ancient culture and strip it of 





its economic, religious, political, medical, 
ведот, its 
ability to survive, if you were a prisoner in 


social and cultural rights, its fre 





your own home, what would you do to get 
it back? Or more importantly, without the 
basic resources listed above, how would 
you get it back? Well, you'd fight for your 
life and you would die if you had to; the 
alternative is just as bleak. 


I know that the threat of suicide bomb- 
ers in Israel is horrendous and sad - you 
should be able to drink your coffee in 
public without fear of being blown up - but 
how does that compare to the threat of 
being shot while trying to climb a barrier 
that cut you off from your olive trees, your 
means for living? 

Stop reading the Unii 
this situation, Seek out other viewpoints, 
learn about Islam and the Middle East, go 
there, understand something outside of 
g the world 





States’ take on 








the propaganda. You're ma 
sicker. 

AYGA AKIN 

Pittsbugh, Pennsylvania, USA 


What bothers me about the Maher Arar 
case is not so much the incompetence and 
inaccuracy and violations of policy by the 
Royal Canadian Mounted Police. А mis- 
take can be understood. A mistake can be 
corrected. A mistake can be forgiven. 
What bothers me is the deliberate ac- 





quiescence of the исмр, of the Canadian 
Security and Intelligence Service, and of 
Foreign Affairs to the United States in the 
Syrian-aided kidnapping and torture of a 
Canadian citizen. 

All the Canadian officials involved 
should at the least lose their jobs, if not 
face charges of conspiracy to torture. 
These people have moral flaws that will 
take a lifetime to correct. 

TOM TROTTIER 
Ottawa, Ontario, Canada 


At the age of 20, I enlisted in the US Army, 
searching for some sense of who and what 
1 was. I was told that if I were to enlist for 
four years, I would also be responsible for 
an additional four years of inactive service. 
I questioned the recruiter about this sec- 
ondary obligation and was told that there 
was no chance of having to serve more than. 
four years, that after four years of service 
I would be through, unless I decided to 
re-enlist. 

Four-and-a-half years later, after a year 
spent in combat in Iraq, І was honorably 
discharged. By this time, I had been mar- 


ried for nearly four years to а Canadian girl that | 
am still completely in love with. І moved to British 
Columbia, and after a short wait for my permanent 
resident status, I was employed. This past summer, 
1 began going back to college. Slowly, it felt like I 
was finally regaining the life I had lost because of 
the war. I could now walk down а crowded street 
without feeling totally anxious and scared, and I was 
sleeping through most nights. Things were starting 
to look better. 

Then, the terror came back. Suddenly, it felt like 
1 was back in a fire-fight in Baghdad, scared to death 
and only wanting to live. I have been recalled to 
active duty with the sole purpose of going overseas. 
Everything that my wife and I have been putting 
together instantly fades as the fear and anxiety 
set in. Lam a Canadian resident, a student, and 
someone morally, spiritually, emotionally and physi- 
cally against the “war on terror.” The terror that 
came back to my mind so quickly was not caused by 
fanatical Muslims; it was caused by the US Army and 
the American government. I cannot willfully return 
and fight in an unjust and terrible war. I am scared 
to death, Of all the horrific and brutal things I saw 
in Iraq, the government's inability to acknowledge 
that they made a mistake and offer a solution that 
doesn’t require that a daily quota of body bags be 
filled is what disgusts me the mos 




















MICHAEL GARVEY 


vía email 


Here is one of the most important, underappreci- 
ated ideas of our time: a national citizens assembly. 
This is a small, deliberative body that оре 
outside ої the usual special interest politics that 
is destroying the global commons. It is a randomly 
selected group that comes together, learns about an 
ше, then deliberates on what's in the public inter- 
est. It was used in British Columbia in 2004 to reform 
their electoral system, and was so successful that 
Ontario and the Netherlands are now replicating it. 
In different variations, it's been used thousands ої 
times, all over the world, and it works. 

We need to convene a National С 
оп Global Warming. 








tes 











s’ Assembly 


PHIL MITCHELL 
via email 


Your magazine infuriates me! The fact that we 
Americans are destroying the country we so love. 
With wars that should never have started. With 





BATTLE OF BERLIN: ANTI-AD ACTIVISTS 

AND THE COMPANIES WHO CO-OPT THEM 

>> The same companies that had been terrorized by jammed ads in the 19905 
have smartened up and are now starting to use the jammers' own momentum 
against them in a game of marketing jiu-jitsu. Take the example of the Coke 
Zero ad outside Berlin’s University of the Arts: when fly-by-night jammers cut 
out the coke bottle from the ad, the soft drink giant fought back. Company 
spokeswoman Claudia Fasse claimed in Der Spiegel that the cut-out bottle 
proved that Coke Zero was "so popular with students that they'll even go out 
and steal it.” At the end of the day, the joke was on the jammers. 

Apple Computers took the joke even further when jammers cut out the 
models and computers from their ads. They offered the missing models on 
their website as downloadable images, and launched a contest for people to 
photograph the models in their original settings. Far from detourning the ads, 
the jammers unwittingly added momentum to the company campaign. 

To be effective, adbusting must evolve. Half-hearted shots don't work 
anymore. If you can't subvert the offending ad in a meaningful way, it may just 
better just to obliterate the whole thing under a coat of fresh paint. 





freedom replaced by advertisements and big 
corporate monarchs. I'm only 15, and I know 
what's really happening, yet half a nation 
does not. We are becoming everything our 
founding fathers would not have wanted. 
The New America is a food-wasting, war- 
plotting, foul and disgusting country that 
does not seem to get it. 1 am ashamed to 
live in this country. We Americans are spell- 
ing our own silent doom and unless we open 
it. 

GARY CLARK 


our eyes, there's no stoppin, 





vía email 


Here is something big that just happened 
in Alaska. We passed a citizen-sponsored 
initiative to tax the cruise ship industry and 
to monitor their activities in state waters. 
‘The cruisers spent $3,000,000 to defeat the 
measure and the proponents spent $7,500. 
What we proponents had going for us was 
the track record of the industry (not good 
‘on many fronts) and a very savvy campaign 
using public media (letters to the editor 
and the cultivation of relationships with 
editorial boards of the state's papers) as 
well as the committed work of a network 

of citizens to spread the word. The utter 
ham-fistedness of the industry and their em- 
ployment of ап ultra-slick PR firm actually 
played into our hands. 

Sometimes David does beat Goliath and 
the implications for the local oversight of 
multinational corporations by citizens are 
far-reaching. 

TIM SHIELDS 
Haines, Alaska, USA 


Sometimes I feel very calm and centered 

as I walk through the streets of our cities; 
other times I feel disgusted and possessed 
of a militant mind to destroy the dismal dia- 
tribe of fraudulent fashion trends, mindless 
advertisements, unethically produced brand 
names and megacorporate manipulation 
that inescapably invades my mind through 
my eyes like a sponge soaking in gasoline 
next to a lit match. Because I can't even 
avert my eyes to the dirty pavement and am 
forced to keep my head up to see where I'm 
going, which is wherever the shit they tell 
me to go anyway. 





JUSTIN |. FARRELL 
Toronto, Ontario, Canada 


I was reading the article on “Yabai Youth” 
{Adbusters #67]. Гат an American 17 year old 
who lived in Mexico for more than 15 years. 
1 moved to the States two years ago and I 
was bombarded with the ads and culture 
from this country in such a way that 1 iden- 
tify with the youths in the article. 

1 truly believe that this is not only hap- 
pening in Japan but all over the world, 
especially the US. This is from personal ex- 
perience, because when I moved here 1 was 
under the constant fire of corporate hype, 
and I became so confused as a teenager, not 
because my mother did not protect me but 
because the leeches were everywhere - the 
radio, the TV, the buses - just sucking my 
blood. I became a cutter, and they put me 
on medication. 1 couldn't sleep because my 
laptop was calling my name at nights to surf. 
the web, I became more antisocial, and I 


started to lock myself in my room, just com- 
ing out whenever I had to go to the bath- 
room or go to school. I would sometimes 
not eat, and I even tried to commit suicide 
because 1 felt that nothing was worth living 
for anymore. 
Watching the “role models” for our 
society in Diesel ads just made me believe 
I wasn't society's material. To have been 
there, and now to be able to look back 
gives me the opportunity to see the way our 
society and culture is being shaped by mas- 
corporations that poison our mental, 
physical and natural environment. Change 
needs to come, and fast. We need to boycott 
and challenge these fake, suicidal ideals, We 
need to do something, not just talk about it. 
FRIEDA VERLAGE 
McAllen, Texas, USA 





Following the great TV-B-Gone idea, how 
about an Engine-B-Gone for all of the 
idling engines? A great unexpected way of 
stopping emissions. Most people who have 
left their engine running probably wouldn't. 
even notice that it had stopped when they 
get back into their vehicles. Just think: a 
tiny remote for cyclists, runners and pedes- 
trians alike to clear the air. 

It would also eliminate that uneasy feeling 
ої going up to someone and asking them to 
turn their engine off. Do they ever give you 
some peculiar looks! 

BRIAN MCCLURE 
Toronto, Canada 


>> Our little female Siamese cat Jazz is no more. She became 
"ataxic," meaning that she was listing badly to one side. Her head 
drooped alarmingly. She walked in circles. She tumbled down the 
stairs. She plain fell over a lot. No answers and $800 later, our vet 
stated the next step was starting at $1000 for a referral and diagnosis 
from a neurologist. I was terrified to take a chance that we might 
not be able to save Jazz or afford to treat her. 1 didn't see the point 
in this for a 9 year old cat. Although I loved her and she was my 
favorite, she was not my minumum-$1800-favorite. 

The guilt was bad. The vet was pushing for the referral. She never. 
mentioned euthanasia as an option. After а bad night with Jazz, I 
decided to put her down. I brought up the cat carrier and placed 


it in the hall. Jazz obligingly teetered into it. She was quite herself 
throughout the mystery illness. Cuddly, eating, drinking, making it 
to her litter, but barely able to move. 

I bawled all the way to the vet. I just appeared without an ap- 
pointment. The front desk ladies were so nice. Thank goodness 
the vet with whom Га been dealing wasn't there. I dreaded having 
to explain my decision, but thankfully I didn’t have to. We were 
seen by two tiny blonde child-vets (they could not have been more 
than 25), and Jazz was put down with love and compassion. And it 
still fucking cost $200. 

MARY BETH FURNEUX 
vía email 











>> I sat outside the principal's office, a skinny kid with sad eyes. 
A teacher would come in, notice me with a start, then walk away 
shaking his head. The principal was not your average priest; a big 
man, olive-skinned, with a devil-twist goatee and rose glasses, he 
wore Italian leather jackets and drove a GT roadster. He smoked. 

“Why did you ruin the school dance?” 

1 shrugged. 

“You stank of alcohol. We had to put you in an ambulance. The 
police came.” 

What could I say? All true. 

“What was your sin?” 

I thought for a second. “Drinking.” 

Attila sighed. "No, drinking is not а sin. Our Lord turned water 
into wine. Think again’ 

I shook my head. 

Attila reached into the mini-fridge in the corner of his office, 
drew out a bottle of beer, popped the cap off with his thumb, took 
a gulp and looked at me. “Drinking is not a sin. Gluttony is a sin.” 

Allowing me to come back to schoo! was my punishment; the 
shame I felt those first weeks made my cheeks burn. But I never 
forgot. Гат alive and living a balanced life because of his words. 

TED BONNAH 
via email 


‘Troubled youths. Who is to blame? Parents. They have become so 
lazy that they don't care enough to cook a healthy dinner, but take 
their children to McDonald's (among other fast food places) and 
feed them burgers and fries. These kids then develop health issues 
and become overweight to be teased and that is where all the emo- 
tional problems kick in. 

What the hell are you doing to your children? We were all kids 
once, and we all know that if an adult says it's okay, it is, even if it 
feels wrong. Children do not understand what is right and what is 
wrong - that is why we teach them. We set good examples and dis- 
cipline them, some methods better than others, but when parents 
can't get off their fucking lazy asses and do something for their. 
child, it just shows that they're not capable of being а parent. 

No wonder there as so many homeless kids on the streets; they 
can't come home because their parents don't give a shit, and they 
feel worthless. They don't go to school because no one makes. 
them, and then we hear their survival stories. 

We shouldn't and can't blame youth, because they know nothing. 
else but what we show them. 

STACIE ROKINA 
via email 








/ 
HEY TEACH! - Inspire your students to break out of the media- 
consum 


trance! The Adbusters Media Empowerment Kit offers 


thought-provoking lessons on our mental environment (including 

the effects of corporate advertising), on our natural environment 
(exploring topics such as car culture, fast food and overconsumption) 
and on media activism (so students can begin creating their own 
meaning). Designed as a flexible teachers’ aid, the kit features 45 
modular lessons, including personal challenges, group activities, 
discussion starters, eye opening readings . . . 


for a sneak peak ог 

to order online: adbusters.org 

to order by phone: 1-800-663-1243 
cdn/us $125.00 plus shipping 


+ lesson binder. 

+ DVD of images & video clips. 

* five large full-color posters 

* Adbusters special media literacy issue: "The Game of Life" 








T have worked in the inner city in Boston 
teaching where I couldn't park my car in the 
lot for fear of vandalism. I once got my cell 
stolen from a kid in my class that, it turned 
out, was on house arrest (ankle bracelet and 
everything) and was “repaying society” fora 
crime against a woman (oh, great!). I found it 
insane that I, as his teacher, was not informed 
of this prior to being put in a class with him. 
Lam now a librarian, and being 30 years 

old and semi-hip is tough. I break boundar- 





ies with the kids just in their stereotypes of. 
a librarian. I struggle with teaching them 
media literacy on a daily basis. I constantly 
tell the students to question what they see 
on TV, and what they read, and everything in 
all types of media, but sometimes 1 feel this 
puts me on the outs with the staff. 

I think that having lived one of my lives 
on Phish tour and on Grateful Dead tour 
has brought me fabulous visions outside of 
education, as well as the mind to question 





authority. But bringing these insights into 


the classroom is a daily struggle. 





Sometimes, when I see these young col- 
lege kids trying to start a new revolution, 
I think it is great. But other times I find 
it very small, and the real revolution is in 
changing the next generation and trying to 
change what is now and what is to come. 
MEG 
Waltham, Massachusetts, USA 





1 first heard about your magazine a little 
more than a year ago from a friend who 











worked at a local Barnes and Noble. He 
explained your publication as “anti-culture 
and anti-brand." I lost touch with reading 





for awhile when I got а job painting houses 


owned business and 





with a small, 
just recently started reading periodicals 
again. Your magazine has become one of my 
favorites. 

The letters and emails you publish from 
readers are one of the most pertinent ex 
amples of what it is that Adbusters stands for. 


Letters of despair over medicated mothers 





sit on the page next to emails of hate from 
right-wing protesters who have time to read 
a magazine they claim to hate. In your last 
issue, you even published a letter from an 
individual who used being fat and being on 
Prozac as his excuses for watching televi- 
sion instead of reading any further than the 
cover of your magazine. You maintain an 
open forum that many other publications do 
not, and it is that more than anything that 
has compelled me to send you my own small. 
contribution: advice on how to better reach 
not only my own generation (I'm 21 and just 
entering college), but also my parents' gen- 
eration, and the generation of my nephews 


and nieces as well. 





Your publication reads as a bleak, dark 
forecast of where we are going as а species 


>>Hello, Adbusters. 
I thought I'd fire along this 
photograph froma series I call 
"the roller coaster of late capi- 
talism." I thought you might like 
to see “Nick” (the name on his 
smock) having a big yawn as the 
E day's numbers flick by. 
Keep up the good work. 


DAVID HUGILL 
via email 


While your articles offer an alternate, non- 
mainstream view, they lack the hope that 
change will ever be accomplished. Instead 
you leave the reader to find that hope in 
themselves, which is no easy task, You offer 
what is often brilliant commentary on what 
goes on behind the scenes, and offer tools 
such as your media empowerment kit, but 
somehow seem to fall short of true leader- 
ship. That too you seem to leave to your 
readers. 

I truly love what you have done with your 
magazine, and my only wish is for you to 
find ways to do it better. Offer outlooks of 
what life would be like if some of your ideas 
where to truly take hold on a global level. 
In short, turn Adbusters from what some see 
asa report card on what America is doing 
wrong, into a reflection of the hopes you 
have for what this economic power can do 
for the world. 

CHRISTOPHER Z. DODDS 
Rochester, New York, USA 


While parody and satire have a certain ap- 
peal to the disillusioned and perhaps even 
the capacity of awakening а few dozen souls, 
they are not actually weapons. Culturally 
speaking, should there not be greater focus 
on actually creating and exchanging some- 
thing other than vain jabs at the common- 
ers at the mall, who in all likelihood live a 






>>These images show where many of the 
clothes you and I donate to charity ends up: 
burning illegally, deep inside a Caribbean tropi- 
cal forest. 

This is the deal. The town of Pedernales is in 
the southernmost tip of the Dominican Repub- 
lic, right on the border with Haiti. Its inhabit- 
ants depend on trading with the Haitians, on 
a cement factory owned by Colombians, on 
sporadic work as drivers to haul bauxite from 
open-pit mining at the middle of the Bahoruco 
forest, and on jobs in La Zona, the Free Trade 
Zone, known elsewhere as sweatshops. Only 
this sweatshop at Pedernales doesn't produce 
anything. It receives donated items from US 
charities, sorts them into categories, and packs 
and resells them to Dominican and Haitian 
used-clothing merchants. That's where those 
designer hats and shirts come from when you 
see them in photos of poor people in the Carib- 
bean. 

There are several classes for the clothing, each 
with a different price, but Class 4 clothing has 
little value to resellers, and must be disposed. 
Problem is, Pedernales doesn't have a land- 
fill. It does have a spot where bauxite used to 


be mined, the place where everybody goes to 
throw their garbage. But this place is unattend- 
ed, and last year a teenager was killed when he 
jumped on the truck that brings Class 4 items, 
trying to get his hands on a good bundle. 

Since the death of the boy, the shop decided 
to dump the clothes further inside the forest, as 
well as to send a couple of guys with shotguns 
to make sure nobody takes the clothes before 
they are burned. But the guys with the shot- 
guns, making $100 a month, are not up to jump- 
ing into the overloaded dump trunks to push 
out the bundles, so they need those who come 
to salvage clothing to help. 

The truck arrives, the guys jump into the 
truck. Just as people start picking, the shotgun 
guys spread gasoline on the clothes and throw a 
match. The race to pick the best bundles turns 
into a race to keep the fire away from your 
bundles, and then a race for your life from the 
smoke and heat. And then everybody waits for 
the next truckload. This is how the clothes we 
donate to charity end up - we don't just give 
other people our leftovers, we make 'em go 
though the fire first. SAN 
SEBASTIÁN VÉLEZ 

via email 


happier and more content, if not simpler 
existence? 

1 артее with much of what your magazine 
espous 
disappointed and at times overloaded with 
discussion of the issues that take them- 
selves with a fatal seriousness. Would it 
not be a more enlightening angle for your 
readers if instead of issues and activism, 





s but cannot help feeling somewhat 


there were a focus on foreign cultures in 

every sense of the word, literature, popular 
media, print, music, art, everyday 
tions, politics, mannerisms, etc.? Why not 





nversa- 


free their minds from the perceived evils 

of globalization and push them out into it? 
Can't the American identity simply chang 
Listen to British music. Read French books. 


? 





Follow African politics. Watch German 





movies. Live in Maryland. 

Why not enable your readers to actively 
fight the cultural invasion with access to 
the foreign and enlightening, rather than 
street theater and an ironic overdose of 
satire? Cultural escape and the re-wiring of 
the mind seem a nobler and more effective 





ambition. 

Why chronicle, the game of a newspaper? 
If itis the mental environment you wish to 
ion of the six o'clock 





salvage, another emis 





subscribe for two years to 
adbusters magazine, and 


you'll get an adbusters 2007 


calendar, free of charge. 


(offer valid only until our supplies run out) 


depression does little constructive (and 
The Guardian does it far better). I propose a 
dispatch focusing not solely on the present 
issues but that mixture of politics, philoso- 
phy, art and life which keeps us all going to 
cafés. 

Although your publication enjoys the tone 
of a newsmagazine, its loftier ambitions 
have been mortgaged. Is it Adbusters goal to 
inform or enable? 

AN 





MoUs 
Paris, France 


Are you guys doing anything special for 
Slow Down Week this coming January? 
How about the Slow Motion Video Festival? 
RYAN JUNELL 
slomovideo.com 


I'm sure you've heard that McDonald's is 
giving away toy Hummers in their Happy 
Meals these days. Reminds me of Big 
Tobacco courting their next generation of 
customers with Joe Camel and the Marlboro 
Man. I wanted to pass along to you a new 
website that my organization launched: 
called <RonaldMcHummer.com> and it has 


's 
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Eight economists talk politics; the 
death of skateboard culture. 


been created in reaction to McDonald's 
Hummer Happy Meals. It allows vi 
create their own Mickey D's signs, down- 
load them and send them along to their 
friends. We're posting the best submis- 





lors to 


sions onto the site and expect to hear from 
McDonald's soon - so go make a sign before 
they sue us. 
MATTHEW FRIED 
ENVIRONMENTAL WORKING GROUP 
Washington, DC, USA 


Iwas quite surprised to read Clayton Dach's 
article, "The Scent of Fear," [Adbusters #67], 
Dach accurately compares the similar dangers 





of many chemicals found in nature to those 
made in a test tube. However, in doing so, 
he downplays the issue of chemical sensitiv- 
ity and all but writes off the phenomenon to 
“stress responses” and “cognitive factors.” 
Even the title of Dach's article implies that 
those experiencing the reaction are at fault 
and not the substa 





ce to which they're react- 
ing. This mindset fosters the mental environ- 
ment that allows those with little concern for 
consequences to people's health and welfare, 
namely the corporate scent producers, to con- 
tinue using potentially harmful compounds 
with impunity. 





NO.66 

WHO OWNS THE WORD TERROR? 
Liquid Love; Global Apartheid; 

What Would The Buddha Do? 





Dach uses researcher and cognitive psy- 
chologist Pamela Dalton to underscore his 
theory that symptoms from scents are more 
likely psychologically derived than toxico- 
logically. However, Dalton's credibility on 
this matter is thrown into serious doubt. 
Her employer, Monell Chemical Senses 
Center, a so-called "independent scientific 
institute," lists 56 corporate sponsors оп its 
website, including scent producers such 

as Avon, Unilever, L'Oréal, and Abdusters’ 
favorites like Phillip Morris and Johnson & 
Johnson. 

Perhaps, the most surprising aspect of the 
article, however, is that it completely avoids 
the issue that should be of most concern to 
Adbusters and its readers: why are contem- 
porary societies so infatuated with a desire 
to make things smell ‘better’? How is the 
drive to smell ‘prettier’ any different than 
the drive to look “attractive”? If Adbusters is 
going to rail against social distortions that 
result in such personal hazards as anorexia 
and bulimia, why would it not also condemn 
a condition that perpetuates scent inse: 
ties rather than promote the "deal with it 
solution weakly offered by Dach? 

KRIS HERMES 
Oakland, California, USA 


ari- 











The reality of research in this area — indeed, in 
many active fields of scientific inquiry = is that 
there is usually plenty of corporate money in 

the mix. In light ofthe Monell Center's partial 
corporate funding, Dr. Dalton’s claims were fact- 
checked thoroughly before publication. — CD. 


Since subscribing to your magazine, South- 
west Airlines has placed me on their suspi- 
cious list. Coincidence, maybe, but every 
time I fly them, and only them, I have to do 
the in-person check-in. I was just reminded 
of it again today when I tried to check in 
fora trip to San Diego with my wife and 
four year old daughter. They get electronic 
boarding passes and I have to go to the 
counter, then the back room. Thought you 
would get a laugh. I think I'll tell them to 
fuck off tomorrow and start flying a differ- 
ent airline. 





PATRICK MORGAN 
via email 


When I thought it couldn't get any worse, 

it did. Advertising has reached a new low 
with “eggfusion,” a process of imprinting an 
ad/logo on eggs with a fine laser. CBS has 
planned to advertise their shows such as The 
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the cultural environment 
by Kalle Lasn 


Right now, the mightiest meme striving to catch fire 
in the public imagination is the idea that we have to 
take this toxic, top-down corporate cool that we've 
been living in for so long, and replace it with a new 
kind of non-commercial cultural currency - a new 
kind of cool - one that bubbles up spontaneously 
from the everyday lives of people. 

To some degree, we've all been conditioned by 
the consumer cool machine. From when we were 
babies crawling around the TV set in our living 
rooms, we've been lied to, hyped, propagandized, 
branded. As teenagers, we had our brains pickled 
by bogus erotic titillations, celebrity-driven 
marketing ploys, mindfuck ads that undermined 
our self-esteem. Now millions among us are 
hyperactive, anxious, moody, depressed. For years, 
the WHO has been warning us about the growing 
epidemic of mental illnesses washing over us; 
in reports like the The Global Burden of Disease 
(1999), doctors predicted that depression will 
become the second most debilitating disease in the 
world, right after heart disease. In many countries, 
the evidence has borne this out. 

Our social and political lives are also suffering 
from an onslaught of systematically distorted 
information. One of the most sickening examples of 
this is how Exxon Mobil (the #1 corporation in the 
world) has used its financial might to misinform the 
public on global warming. In 2005, Exxon gave $2.9 
million to 39 groups in the US that deny the reality of 
global warming - that's in addition to the $15 million 
it has been giving out to shady spokespeople since 
1998. This finely orchestrated smear campaign has 
delayed action against global warming by at least 





ten years. Similar distortions of critical information 
are happening right across the board, from the 

way information is kept secret by corporations and 
governments, to the way we have become coaxed 
into overconsuming unhealthy foods, to the way we 
are coerced into fighting wars. 

Can we opt out of this theater of the absurd? 
Restore our clarity of mind? Learn to feel again? 
Sure we can, but it will take a movement to do 
it- a radical new way of looking at culture. Who 
generates it? Who controls the information flows? 
Who creates the meaning and to what ends? 

One essential part of the movement must be a 
new science of the ecology of mind - a discipline 
to monitor and measure what is happening in 
our heads: the jolts, the shocks, the infotoxins, 
the erosion of empathy. As we develop this new 
Science, we will come to the realization that 
infodiversity is every bit as vital to our long-term 
survival on this planet as biodiversity. 

Fifty years ago, a bunch of fired-up visionary 
writers and documentary filmmakers shocked us 
into realizing that our natural environment was 
dying, and this realization launched a wave of 
environmental activism that changed the world. 
Now, the time has come for a generation of 
culture jammers and creatives to shock us with 
the realization that we are also dying mentally and 
culturally, and thus to launch another movement 
to change the world. As journalist Sally Kempton 
once wrote, it's hard to fight an enemy that has 
outposts in your head. If we want to win this 
battle for the mind, our first task will be to take 
those outposts back. 











six ways to rewild consumer culture 
1. subvertise - take on the archetypal mind polluters and у 
beat them at their own game E 


2. uncool - deflate their billion dollar brands with uncommerciais 

on tv and the internet, and mindbombs right next to theirs in the 
у TE 

urban mindscape 


3. demarket - turn the incredible power of marketing 





against itself - jolt people into making life altering choices  — 


neoclassical economic “science” by the scruffs of their necks — 
and toss them out of power 


5. become a meme warrior - identify the cultural macro-memes \ 
and metamemes - the core ideas without which a sustainable 
future is unthinkable — and deploy them 


6. revision - on the rubble of the old media culture, build 
a new one with a non-commercial heart and soul 


/ 
4. shift a paradigm - grab the old school practitioners of 
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I'm a 24 year old mother of a 3 year old boy. Bei 
to instill the right values in my son, [find it hard to compe 


lk a young woman who wants 
with a world 





so saturated with a media completely lacking in morals, I'd like to raise my 
son to have respect for women, respect for his fellow man, respect for his 


o he is. 





tforw 





environment, respect for his health and most of all resp 


What can we 





xpect from our children if society continues to force-feed 





images of sex, violence, greed and ignorance down their throats day after 
day? Our children are the future of this planet and our human race, so why 
is it that we are slitting our own throats by raising a generation of blind 
consumers? 1 would love to see my son grow to be a person who positively 
affects this world; sadly, I can’t help but feel that his future may be doomed 


Diana Wray, Londen, Ontario, Canada 








21st century 


The media landscape is En seemingly on 

a daily basis, and what ми idered serious dangers 

to our democracy - things like media consolidation and the 
absence of balance and fairness - will become increasingly less 
important. We are at the beginning of the age of citizen media, 
where corporations can own vast, billion-dollar media outlets yet 
fail to control the flow and content of information. It's quite hard 
to be a media gatekeeper when everyone becomes media, and 
that's what we're seeing happen in the age of blogs, wikis, social 
networking sites, podcasting, vlogging, message boards, email 
groups and whatever wonderful communication technologies 
emerge tomorrow. 

Consolidation isn't saving newspaper circulation numbers. And 
television is likewise confronted by two looming trends. First, great 
video can be produced on gear costing less than $1,000, and 
technology (such as Apple's iMovie) has dramatically simplified 
once-technologically-complex tasks so that the most casual 
hobbyist can create great content. Second, the convergence of the 
internet and television is imminent. 

This means that by the end of the decade there will be little 
distinction between traditional television content and that distributed 
via the internet. Televisions will be web-enabled, able to pull content 
from the internet. Much as blogging has allowed writers to bypass 
traditional publications, video producers will be able to ignore the 
corporate broadcasters and deliver their content directly to the 
masses. The wildly popular upstart YouTube is already doing this 
on the web. The jump from computer screen to television screen is 
closer than most of us realize. The fight over media consolidation 
is becoming increasingly anachronistic. We need to focus on 
making sure progressives learn to use the tools of this new media 
landscape. That's where the new-century media wars will be fought 
and won. Not in a corporate boardroom. 

Markos Moulitsas Züniga is the founder of the Daily Kos (dailykos.com). 
Reprinted with permission from The Nation. 
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“a man of heart and conviction” 
When one sixth of the planet's population 
watches as you headbutt a fellow player on 
the football pitch, you'd better have a good 
reason handy. Fra édine Zidane 
clearly thought he did when he nailed Italy's 
Marco Materazzi in the chest, dropping him 
to the turf during the World Cup final in July. 
With both players declining to fully divulge 
the contents of their verbal exchange just. 
before the blow, it was left up to the news 
media and their lip readers to conclude that 
it had something to do with Zidane's mom 











and sis, perhaps with a nipple twist thrown in 
for good measure. 

But what really got the commentators. 
in a lather was the accusation — which the 
Italian player denies - that Materazzi called 
Zidane's Algerian (and reportedly ailing) 
mother а “terrorist whore." Was the incident 
a symbol of our troubled, violent times? 
Of multicultural Europe's ongoing growing 
pains? Or was it just a schoolyard tussle, writ. 
really, really large? 
ср. 
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cover story 


First World 


After seventy years of being bandied about 
willy-nilly, fascism — the epithet - doesn't 
seem to have quite the punch that it used 
to. We've heard it hurled countless times, 
from every political sector, toward virtually. 
any target, and we've seen it remixed and 
repurposed into neo-fascism, Christofascism, 
liberal fascism, crypto-fascism and, most 
recently, Islamofascism. So we'd be forgiven 
for concluding that the word had become 
nothing but a feeble smear, cleaned out 
through all of this wilful misuse. 

Yet fascism may still have a surprise 
or two in store for us. Here we could talk 
about increased surveillance. We could talk 
about the building of walls to keep certain 
folk out and certain folk in. We could talk 
about extra-judicial imprisonment, about 
torture and abuse, about the veneration of 
an ever-burgeoning military, about shades of 
compulsory patriotism. We could say that all 
of these things are forewarnings, inauspicious 
omens of the return of true state-sanctioned 
fascism, albeit under a new name and in 
some superficially altered form. 

But we won't easily be convinced. We 
will ask, "Where are the heroic mass 
rallies? Where are the exaltations of racial 
superiority? The larger-than-life portraits, 
the cults of personality? Where are the 
monuments, the fantastic, improbable, 


inspiring constructs embodying the word and 
deed and soul of the people, the testaments to the 
greatness of the past, the present, and the future, 
forever, into eternity?” 

For the most part, we won't find any of these 
things. Sure, we have our own monumental 
constructs - our Freedom Towers and our gleaming, 
titanium-sheathed wonders - all tributes to the 
people's unrivalled ingenuity and steely resolve. But 
these are almost too conventional, too obvious for 
our cleverness. 

No, we've done away with such overt idols. 
Ingeniously, Wë’ve fashioned our most potent 
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Sight of our own spectacular loveliness. 
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Above: A horse walks across Brazil's Curual Lake, almost completely dry after one of the worst droughts ever recorded in the Amazon region. 








The logging of the Amazon rainforest, heavily publicized since the 1990s, has finally reached a tipping 
point. As of today, 39 percent of the Amazon rainforest has been wiped out or partially deforested. Scientists 
now predict that once the forest loss hits a critical threshold of 40 percent, the Amazon will slip into an 
irreversible, self-perpetuating cycle of deforestation and drought known as "die-back," whereupon the world's 
largest jungle will convert itself into the likeness of a desert. 

After a 70,000-year career as the "lungs of the earth," the Amazon river basin is ready to die. Like audience 
members of a Greek tragedy, we are already aware of what will happen once the Amazon disappears - a 
surge of CO, emissions, rising temperatures and abnormal weather patterns across the globe - and yet we 
continue to watch, riveted by the catastrophe unfolding before our eyes. 

„Jerry Toth 


os 
3 
O 
о 
9 
о 
i) 
= 
О 
> 
Е 


at is 


wh 











assault rifle $3600 








00509 перен 

















what i'm about to write is a kind of 


As befits a piece which is partly retrospective, it's about the contrasts 
between past and future. In particular, it's about a small part of the unfolding. 
future which I've glimpsed recently. 

Not far from where I live, in south London, is a park with, backing on to 
it, some large and expensive houses. Since the houses are priced towards £2 
million, they're occupied by the new feudal plutocracy of City and Plc, and 
at the bottom of their gardens, where the hoi polloi can rubberneck through 
the high wire fencing, a strange little rash of new buildings has sprouted. 
There are at least three of them now, as neighbor has copied neighbor, they 
look a little like posh garden sheds and they cost upwards of £10,000. Unless 
you knew the people concerned or had minutely observed the construction 
process, you couldn't begin to imagine what was going on inside them. 

Each shed contains, not the old-fashioned implements of toil, but a small 
and perfectly formed swimming pool where, in peace and total privacy, the 
new plutocrats can pit their wills and their stamina against an electrically- 
generated current precisely calibrated to their selected swimming speed. The 
pools are not much bigger than a bath so you can't swim anywhere even if you 
wanted to. You swim, and swim, but you stay in the same place. The technical 
term for this exercise is “resistance swimming.” One of the models is known 








as an "endless pool.” 

Iwas brought up on the outskirts of Manchester = which was a lot wilder 
than it might sound. We had an overgrown garden where I spent long periods 
up trees, a couple of nearby ponds, a wood and a semi-functioning farm within 
a few hundred meters and, beyond them, a peri-urban river valley with marshy 
bits and bulrushes. As for garden sheds, we had an outbuilding we called a 
toolshed, It contained, as the name implies, tools - rakes, hoes, spades. 

Absolute wealth in those days was much less and inequalities less 
pronounced: ostentatious affluence seemed rare, No one worried too much 
about crime, no doubt in part because there was less to pinch, and children 
routinely undertook long solo journeys on public transport without the 
protection of mobile phones. Children also contributed to household tasks - 
one of my jobs was to clean the grates and make the fires - and were regularly 
subject to tellings-off by ‘strangers’ in public when they misbehaved. 

I imagine these sorts of recollections will be shared by most people of 
a certain age. Those who feel excluded from them - usually because they 








are too young to have any comparable memories of their own = often resort 
to satire. Yet one of the inevitable consequences of aging - any aging, even 
from one's twenties onwards — is that we acquire perspectives that are simply 
unavailable earlier. We neglect these perspectives, | think, at our peril. 

I have no idea whether ‘life’ was ‘better’ or ‘worse’ in the 1960s: the 
question, as soon as you pose it, slithers out of control. What evidence we 
have suggests we're nearly three times richer, in money terms, but somewhat 
less contented. But when one looks at how attitudes to the environment have 





developed, it's difficult not to reach bleaker conclusions. 

The orthodoxy is that the environment has been mainstreamed, embodied 
in institutions, policies and attitudes, and that green civil society has 
never had it so good. It's a superficially attractive argument but it ignores 
some powerful countervailing forces. Among these I would list: the rise of 
competitive individualism as the dominant planetary ideology; the primacy 
of ‘feelgood’ commercial values; the decay of belief in collective action, 
coupled with a growing fear of the public realm; and the spread of material 








enabled people 


to have dissolved, ОМ; least diluted, it. I'm not sure which is the more 
depressing - the relative absence of environmental concern among teenagers 
and twenty-somethings, the relapse of our attitudes towards other species 

or the repeatedly demonstrated tendency of behavior to change only when 
crisis is imminent. Thus, while the 1960s gave us environmentalism, the 21st 
century, so far, has given us denial. In some all-encompassing way, human 
society has turned in upon itself and, partly as a corollary, our psychological 
freedoms - our sense of what it is to be a free individual - are trammelled and 
, for me, is the most worrying change of all and 1 think it can 
be partly traced to the physical and demographic contexts of our lives. 

Over the last 40 years, the UK, and the world in general, has become 
more populous, more urban, more managed, trodden, dwelt on. There are 
some seven million more people in the UK - а city the size of London, so 
that we live increasingly hugger-mugger with each other, our appetites and 
impacts much greater, our lives and living spaces, of necessity, more tightly 
controlled. For me, the ramshackle woods and ponds of the urban fringe have 
been replaced by the managed green spaces of suburbia. It's hard for kids now 
to find trees to climb in, even if they were allowed to, gardens are getting 
smaller, tools are for the vanishing manual classes and most professional lives 
are spent staring at a computer. As a species, we have moved into the Great 
Urban Indoors, with its manifold diversions and distractions, and we are 
simply losing sight of nature, except as an occasional occurrence at weekend 
or on holiday, and then usually in surrogate or replica form. Is it, therefore, 
any wonder that what we don't see, we don't think about much, or don't care 
for? Or that we withdraw into ourselves, our homes, our families, fetishizing 
what they contain - décor, careers, possessions, progeny? 

In that sense, the endless pool is a version of the future = a vision of where 
wealth, overpopulation, individualism and commercialism are taking us. It's 
about denial, certainly, but denial given a perverse twist by indulgence and 
extravagance - in this case, the pumping out of CO, emissions for an activity, 
like patio heating or power showering, that is essentially marginal. It's about 
how pathogenic our urban habitat has become - sedentary, claustrophobic, 
self-reflective - and thus about the contemporary ego, its obsession with 
body image, its deepening narcissism. It’s also about our relationship with 
the world beyond home, office and city, or such of it as remains. When I saw 
the first endless pool being erected, it struck me as another of the over-ripe 
fruits of privilege, another sign of how the superfluously rich are shutting 
themselves away from the rest of us, but I now think that’s only half the story. 





diminished. 


In reality it's a journey into onanism, solipsism and decadence - a solitary 
traveller in an ersatz environment, moving constantly, seeing nothing, going 
nowhere. is 

-David Nicholson-Lord is chair of the Urban Wildlife Network and deputy chair of the New 


Economics Foundation and research associate for the Optimum Population Trust. His latest book 
is Green Cites: And Why We Need Them (NEF, 2003) 
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1. Call it quits 2. Pull off a prank 

As the planet starts heating up, maybe With global warming on the tips of 

it's time to finally go cold turkey. Lock up everyone's tongues, what better time to 

your debit card, your credit cards, your point out real alternatives to unbridled 

money clip, and see what it feels like to consumption than by taking your BND 

opt out of consumer culture completely, celebrations to the street? Put up some 

even if only for 24 hours. posters, offer a credit-card cutup in front 
of Wal-Mart, do the Buddha walk up and 
down your local mall — anything that will 
get people talking. 


find out more and share your plans at 





adbusters.org/bnd/ 


PARTICIPATE BY NOT PARTICIPATING. 


3. Revive the xmas spirit 
Dreading the holiday season? The to-do 
lists and sales hype? This year, gather 
your loved ones and do things the old 
fashioned way. Forget the heaps of pres- 
ents - give out gift exemption vouch- 
ers instead. Focus on food and family 
and fun, not spiritless hours trapped in 
lineups. And if the kids aren't game for 
Buy Nothing Christmas, try a Buy Less 
Christmas, or a Buy Fairer Christmas. 
Tis the season to be frugal. 


JAPAN: bndjapan.org | UK: buynothingday.co.uk | NETHERLANDS: koopniets.n! | SWEDEN: bnd.nu | FRANCE: casseursdepub.org | GERMANY: buynothingday.narra.de 
FINLAND: luontoliitto.fond/ | ITALY: terreit | DENMARK: bnd.dk | ISRAEL: bdidut.com/consume/ | PORTUGAL: gaia.org.pt/semcompras | INTERNATIONAL: ecoplan.org/Ibnd. 
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That's the phrase shouted by a Wal-Mart greeter right before 2,000 people trampled each other to get cheap X-Boxes. Yes, 
nothing shows Christmas spirit quite like pushíng someone down and stepping on their face to get that special gift for your 
special someone. 

Fortunately, this November 24 (Novembe 25 outside of North America) people around the world will demand the 
ultimate refund by opting out of consumer/culture entirely. For 24 hours, they will take a collective breath and remember, 
very simply, that no one was born to shop. It's called Buy Nothing Day, and judging by the massive successes seen all 
across the globe last year - with thousands of activists and fed-up citizens taking part in dozens of countries - this year's 
festival of restraint could be the biggest yet. And since the season of excess - sometimes also referred to as "Christmas" 
- follows so quickly on the heels of Buy Nothing Day, more and more people are extending their refusal all the way to the 
holidays, in the process rediscovering how families made merry before the advent of the big box store. 

The ideas on these pages are just intended to get you started. Most important із to Бе creative, share the enjoyment, 
and take the time to appreciate ygur freedom from the mad dash to the cash register. 





walk like the Buddha, 
the art of slow protest 





christ + shopping frenzy = christmas? 


Not quite convinced that it adds up? 
Here are a couple of suggestions for helping to rewrite the formula for the holidays: 





A. GARBAGE CHRIST 


B. THE JESUS WALK 
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fargeting the splayed-and-waiting niche created by Pfizer's 
fanatically marketed and infamously lucrative Viagra, 
Johnson & Johnson is racing to lead profiteering efforts in 
the next front o! Pharma's war on tile dysfunction: 
premature ejaculation (PE). 
J&J subsidiary Al Corporation cooked up a trial 
E-combating compound, dapoxetine hydrochloride, via 
tones side effect of other selective serotonin 
is depression 


re-uptake inhibitors (SSRIs), better known 


meds such as Prozac, Paxil and Zoloft. As an oral 
reatment in clinical tests, dapoxetine has proven capable 
of delaying ejaculation and increasing perceived control. 
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The business story of the last huni 

mushrooming size. From one neighborhoo 

livelihood of small, independent bread, vegetable, 

fish stores was extinguished by the onslaught of SafewayS? 
Home Depots and Wal-Marts. In the place of open-air 
markets, we now have big box supercenters. Mom and Pop. 
have given way to the forced smiles of checkout clerks and 
supervisors in stiff suits. 

All these changes took place in the name of economic 
efficiency. Economists and accountants learned to measure 
cost efficiencies down to fractions of a penny. It all made 
perfect sense - we, the consumers, got low-low prices, 
and the small stores had only themselves to blame for not 
keeping with up the competition. 







But now that mega-shopping has become an integral 
part of our lives, a number of niggling doubts have started 
creeping in: 
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+ What have we lost in trading authentic community for 
онот prices? What is a vibrant neighborhood Worth? 
our supermarket selling apples from halfway “. 
instead of apples from our own local farm 
at ачіртрапу that generates $10.5 billion 
fford to iy for medical benefits or staff 








a year c 
overtime? 

* Why do the women working for Wal-Mart carry food 
stamps in their wallets? 

Behind our low-cost system lies a cesspool of distorted 
prices that ignore the social and ecological realities of big- 
box bargain shopping. If economists had done their job 50 
years ago when oversized retailers first started appearing, 
and measured not only the cost efficiencies but also the cost 
deficiencies - the so-called “externalities” — then our retail 
system would not have evolved into the top-heavy monolith 
it is today. 











The challenge for the new breed of ecological econ- 
omists is to measure those deficiencies and incorporate 
them into the prices we pay. The price of a pack of сідаг- 
ettes should include the extra burden it places on our 
health care system. The price of an avocado should reflect 
the true environmental cost of flying it over thousands of 
miles to our supermarkets. The price tag on a car should 
include the real (but hard to estimate) costs to future 
generations of dealing with the oil depletion and global 





warming problems that our cars are creating today. 

In a global true-cost regime, the Safeways, Home 
Depots and Wal-Marts of the world would have a much 
harder time competing against fired-up, fleet-on-foot, local 
entrepreneurs, and our age of big box shopping would 
slowly give way to something much more interesting, 
dynamic and fulfilling. 

_Kono Matsu 


business idea of the year 





THE REVOLUTION WILL BEGIN 
WITH A TEXTBOOK 


by Tom Green 


1 don't care who writes a nation's laws = or стай its advanced treaties = if 1 can write its economics textbooks. — Paul Samuelson 


If you're a business undergrad, the introductory economics course is a prerequisite - no way to avoid it if you want to get out with that 
degree. Maybe you figure the course won't be all bad. After all, you'd like to understand how the economy works, how it affects your 
future. Climate change is on your mind, and you know rising greenhouse gas emissions are linked to economic growth. You're also 
concerned about social justice, whether free trade will lift people out of poverty or whether it's a race to the bottom. You want your 
economics course to help you deal with these issues. 


Scenario 1: 
Faced by over a million North American undergrads in 2007 
"You'll need to memorize 1001 supply and demand curves, be able 

to regurgitate stuff for the exam that you know is wrong," warns the 
second-year student as you hand over your cash for his tattered text, 
“It'll put you off economics for good." You brace yourself for the 
worst. 

Flipping through Paul Samuelson's Economics, you see that it was 
first published in 1948, and you wonder how they can teach from a 
text that had already celebrated half a century in print before the 
new millennium rang in. Samuelson, now in his nineties, has handed 
over the pen to Nordhaus, who put out the eighteenth edition. 
(Even for those students whose introductory textbook isn’t written 
by Samuelson, there's a good chance they are pretty hard to tell 


apart. Since Samuelson helped rewrite large parts of economic 
theory, his textbook inspired dozens of copycats.) 

Introductory microeconomic theory rests on the idea that 
individuals are perfectly rational and seek to maximize their 
“utility.” Samuelson admits that utility is a construct that has no 
basis in psychology; although he uses the terms ‘consumer’ and 
“individual, his model is built around a fictional character that 
critics have dubbed Homo economicus. This economic man (yes, 
he is male) never had а childhood, never has children, has never 
depended upon a caregiver and does not have anyone he provides 
care for. He only experiences well-being by consuming. He is 
rational, selfish, a psychopath. 

Economists must never question whether Homo economicus’ 
consumption actually makes him happy. They assume he isn't 


“what do we mean by ‘utility’? in a word, utility denotes satisfaction. 
more precisely, it refers to how consumers rank different goods and 
services . . . but you should definitely resist the idea that utility is a 
psychological function that can be observed or measured. rather, 
utility is a scientific construct that economists use" 


influenced by hundreds of billions of dollars in advertising or the 
purchases of his neighbors. If Homo economicus buys something, it 
gives him utility; his consumer sovereignty must be respected. 
Relying on Homo economicus excuses us from tackling difficult 
questions about how real individuals, groups of citizens or 
members of families actually seek to find happiness. The framework 
within which he acts excuses us from troubling ourselves with 


consuming more widgets, so that we have new wealth to tackle 
climate change from burning more oil, to restore habitat damaged 
by logging, to help people displaced and poisoned by mining, to 
dispose of broken widgets. Welcome to the growth treadmill. 
How does Samuelson square infinite economic growth with a 
non-growing planet? By omitting nature, because to economists 
land is a constant that doesn't affect our calculations. Ignoring the 


“to avoid difficult issues of interpersonal utility comparisons, we assume 
that there are 10,000 users, all identical in every respect” 


the distribution of wealth, since utility comparisons between 
individuals are not allowed. In other words, neoclassical 
economists will say they cannot comment on whether a millionaire 
ora pauper would get the most utility from a handful of coins. 
Samuelson's Economics wastes few pages before 
introducing us to the profession's magic wand: the word 
‘assume,’ The typical economics professor will have 
already made six implausible assumptions before 
their students have digested breakfast. To use the 
word is to signal that we are about to enter into a 
neverland with features warped as needed to fit into an 
elegant mathematical model. The next time you hear it, 
ask what would change if ‘assume’ were replaced with ‘pretend.’ 
The weakness for basing models on unrealistic assumptions 
could be a harmless intellectual pastime, equivalent to solving 
Sudoku puzzles, But these flimsy models are used by economists 





biosphere makes the math easier and suggests policies that make 
the corporate world happy. 

Meanwhile, over in environmental studies, students discuss the 
warning of the UN's Millennium Ecosystem Assessment: “Human 
activity is putting such strain on the natural functions 
of Earth that the ability of the planet's ecosystems to 

sustain future generations can no longer be taken 

for granted.” And in the psychology department, an 

instructor puts up a graph that shows that the average 

per capita income in the developed world has doubled 
ina generation, yet people are no happier. Do economists 
never leave their department hallway? 

Samuelson's Economics, along with the copycats found in 
classrooms across North America, would be merely a waste of time 
and trees if they did not have such a noxious effect on public policy. 
Most students only take one or two economics courses, and while 





“continuing rapid economic growth enables advanced industrial 
countries to provide more of everything to their citizens — better food 
and bigger homes, more resources for medical care and pollution 
control, universal education for children, more resources for the 


military" 
to formulate policies believed indispensable to solving society's 
economic woes. These policies are then flogged to politicians and 
corporate leaders. Rarely mentioned are the original assumptions 
that might limit the application of these policies in the real world. 

If Samuelson's book has one take-home message, it's that 

societies must promote economic growth now and for all time. 
With growth, we are all better off. Without growth, we cannot 
afford to help the poor or to clean up the environment. We must get 
richer by pumping more oil, mining more ore, chopping more trees, 


research has shown that the typical student recalls few details from 
these courses, they do absorb the neoclassical canon. Well-being 
comes from consumption, economies must grow, free trade makes 
nations wealthier, governments should let markets do their magic. 
Equipped with simplistic recipes, many of these same students, 
in positions of influence and power years later, will make shoddy 
decisions that damage the climate, result in habitat loss, propagate 
injustice, or undermine prospects for happiness. 

» 


Scenario 2: 

Faced by 45,000 undergrads in 2007 

Flipping through your introductory text, you discover that it's not 
made up of countless variations of curves intersecting. Prose that celebrates 
perfectly competitive though non-existent markets seems to be in short. 
supply. Economic heresies - "other goals may sometimes outweigh the goal of 
maximizing production" and "wealth itself is not well-being" - are committed 
left and right. After 18 years, the economics department has finally switched 
textbooks. 

While this new text still has supply and demand curves, there are also 
discussions about global warming and biodiversity loss. The authors draw on 
insights from psychology. They raise questions about overconsumption in rich 
countries. And they expose the mainstream circular flow model - the one that 
endlessly creates products without material or energy inputs, and without 
generating waste - as a fraudulent perpetual motion machine. You are, to say 
the least, a bit taken aback, 

Welcome to Microeconomics in Context, by Neva Goodwin and three of her 
colleagues, a team that has expertise in mainstream, feminist, institutional 
and ecological economics. Their text dives right into poverty, inequality, 
unemployment, the gains and costs involved in trade, the linkages between 
economic activity and the environment. To the trio of activities that are 
normally the focus of economic analysis - production, distribution and 
consumption =the authors add resource maintenance. It's a massive leap 
forward for economists to methodically look at what is needed in order to 
tend to, improve or preserve the natural and social resources that support. 
economic activity and quality of life, 

Homo economicus still makes appearances in Goodwin's book, but mainly to 
help students converse in the language of neoclassical economists. Instead, 
the authors focus on how society can shape the economy to enable people to 
live healthy, meaningful lives and to live in harmony with each other and with 
nature. They seek to resurrect the profession's historical interest in exploring 
means other then economic growth for alleviating poverty and deprivation. 
Their economics once again focuses on well-being, rather then the artifice of 
utility, which allows us to replace the maximization of consumption with more 
complex goals. 

Markets still have their place, the authors concede. They communicate 
information about desires and scarcity amongst buyers and sellers. They create 
incentives and they help coordinate economic activity. But they do not correct 
for inequities in distribution, leaving some desperately poor while others buy 
a third vacation home. Markets can also favor the undemocratic exercise of 
power, and they can undermine the conditions required for sustainability and 
‘community. Economic policy, this text argues, must take into account these 
realities, 

‘Microeconomics in Context is the ideal text for getting a solid foundation in 
both neoclassical microeconomics and its limitations. It also looks sufficiently 
like a mainstream textbook that some profs might be able to teach from it 
without the department chair noticing that a heretical text had made it into 
the building. But because it seeks to provide a foundation in the neoclassical 
approach, even froma critical perspective, its treatment of alternative schools 
of thought is at times limited. 





Scenario 3: 

Faced by 20,000 undergrads in 2007 

Ecological Economics: Principles & Applications, a new textbook by 
ecological economists Joshua Farley and Herman E. Daly, takes a radically 
different approach from Samuelson's. You thumb through 136 pages before 
your eyes meet the first supply and demand curve. 

Daly and Farley stress the difference between ends and means, and the 
importance for economic policy to be clear on what ends are being pursued. 
Ecological economists argue that the neoclassical economist's growth fetish 
shows confusion between ends and means. Unrestrained growth increasingly 
erodes human well-being as much as adding to it, and this text seeks to 
challenge the neoclassical assumption that humans are just bundles of 
insatiable wants. 

Economists like Daly and Farley are clear that their analysis is guided 
by three fundamental values. First, humans should ensure that economic 
activity stays within nature's limits, or that it has a sustainable scale. Second, 
the distribution of wealth and economic opportunity should be just. Third, 
‘economic activity should contribute to human well-being. 

In service of these values, Daly and Farley attack how the mainstream 
applies its craft to the environment, such as calculating the “optimal” level 
of pollution. They make clear the absurdity of trying to express all things of 
value, such as the environment, in monetary terms. The authors likewise set 
their sights on the logic surrounding free trade, logic accepted by 95 percent 
of today's mainstream economists. Free trade supporters are convinced of 
their position by the theory of comparative advantage, which assumes that 
capital is not mobile between countries; this assumption may have been true 
back in 1817 when the theory was first put forward, but it no longer holds in this 
ега of footloose capital. Free trade theory also assumes that trade does not 
use up natural resources or degrade ecosystems. The end result? While the 15 
richest countries became 15.5 percent richer from 1989 to 1999, the 15 poorest 
countries that were not involved in wars became 3.2 percent poorer. And that's 
not even deducting the wealth they lost in feeding export markets, wealth in 
the form of clearcut forests, reduced biodiversity and soil erosion. 

Daly and Farley demonstrate how the assumptions of neoclassical theory 
limit its applicability in ways that we have failed to acknowledge; yet while 
they may be severe critics, they do not discard the whole body of thought. 
Neoclassical economics is well suited to examining small adjustments in 
markets the impact of selling one more car on car prices, worker wages and 
manufacturer profits. They recognize that incentives in the marketplace will. 
need to be adjusted in order to protect the environment, and in this area 
mainstream economics does offer some policy options. Where it fails is in 
tackling the big macro issues - like how many cars we can allow to burn fossil 
fuels before we inadvertently cook ourselves. 

Ecological Economics does not have the polished look of its neoclassical 
cousins, but there are generous helpings of wisdom within its 450 pages. 

It offers a coherent treatment of a transdiscipline that is still “under 
construction” as more economists, ecologists, psychologists, sociologists 
and others join the effort to build a body of economic theory that addresses 
sustainability head on. At times, the pages are dense with concepts that make 
for heavy reading, but the companion workbook provides clear examples and 
case studies that will help students see how ecological economics is and could 
be applied. Many former students will regret that this was not the required 
text the first day they sat down in Econ 101. lr 
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debt % denial 


“The greatest thre: 
terrorism, or foreign 
illegal immigratio 
Rep. Ron Paul in his Aug 
Talk" column, “(It is the di 
of our own government, та 
deficit spending and Federal R 
devaluation." One year and соипії 
later, the "put it on my tab" policy ol 
administration remains unchanged: a 
2006, the US owed $2.5 trillion to foreigi 
(excluding the $11.1 trillion of US-owned 
assets). And that number continues to grow 
nearly 52 billion every day. 

Since the facts and figures seem not to Бе 
registering with the public, writers have begun 
resorting to gloomy predictions to illustrate how 
this growing deficit will impact America in the years 
to come. Some predict a global economic crash, 
sparked by panicked foreign creditors selling 
off their devalued US bonds. Others foresee an 
imminent military clash with China and Saudi Arabia, 
who are both non-democratic states on shaky terms 
with the US, and who - along with Japan – now hold 
over a third of America's foreign debt. 

For the most part, such predictions have been 
met with apathy and outright denial, much like the 
reaction to global warming forecasts in the 1990s. If. 
America is truly getting poorer, how could its people 
still have the highest living standards in the world? 
And if the US is truly borrowing and spending more 
than it can pay back, how can it only be paying a 
0.4% annualized interest rate on its net debt? 

That denial is shared by everyone, including 
Harvard economists Ricardo Hausmann and 
Federico Sturzenegger, who claim that America's 
deficit may not even exist, as the trillions of US 
deficits would be cancelled out by overseas assets 
of unknown value, nebulously referred to as “dark 
matter." Besides, they argue, the US has technically 
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had a deficit for the last quarter-century, and that 
hasn't shaken their status as the world's most 
dominant economy. Yet there are undeniable signs 
that America is headed for dire times ahead. 

In October 2006, The Wall Street Journal reported 
that for the first time in 90 years, America was 
paying noticeably more to foreign creditors than it 
was earning from investments abroad. Influential 
investment gurus like Robert Kiyosaki have advised 
people to buy gold and silver instead of America's 
"funny money" - advice that overseas investors are 
beginning to taking to heart. With the decreased 
demand, the US dollar has been devalued to just 
€0.79 in October 2006, a complete reversal of the 
exchange rate in 2003. 

If there is a surreal aspect to America's looming 
financial crisis, it has to do with the unrealistic 
basis of American wealth since Nixon detached the 
US dollar from the gold standard in 1971. Today, 
America is able to print an infinite amount of paper 
currency without any restrictions or accountability. 
So far, the financially insane game of borrowing 
from other countries to wage war and consume 
high-end products has somehow worked: Japanese 
investors, for example, lend Americans money so 
that they can continue to buy Japanese flat-screen 
TVs and electronic gadgets. Eventually, however, 
the US credit card will max out - foreign powers will 
refuse to loan money and come knocking on the 
door to collect payment. Will the US take the world 
with them in a global economic crash, bringing 
on another Great Depression era? Or will the US 
instead find a political excuse to go to war with 
creditor nations like China and Russia? 

-Anmei Shang 








What's better than endless 
bitching about corporate dominance? 


The Blackspot is designed to give exploitative megacorps what they need the most: 


a Swift kick in the brand. First we'll unswoosh Nike's tired old swoosh and give bir 
new kind of cool in the sneaker industry. Then we'll move on to "Blackspot" other industries 
— Big Music, fast food, coffee shops, clothing, you name it. Marrying our passion for social 





activism with grassroots antipreneurial zeal, we'll rearrange the ugly face of corporate 


capitalism. RETHINK THE COOL: blackspotshoes.org 


+ EARTH FRIENDLY • ANTI-SWEATSHOP • CRUELTY FREE * PRO-GRASSROOTS + 
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Ashamed, of the squat-bodied hillbilly girl 
| thumbs up to the world 
Dude-ing stripped captives 
| dogpiled for the camera. 
It's the barn squealing grin that does me in 
the devil-may-care, aw shucks malice. 
What is class? Not monied connections or even proper 
verb conjugation, rather, a willingness 
— however mustered – 
to imagine, with our homo meaning humankind, sapience 
the life of the other 
Teday, on a Baghdad street, this, from a prisoner freshly released: 
They are treating us like women. 
tte Allée 
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customs agents waving wands betwee 
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Harper and the Fraser Institute. For giving Exxon 
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Yours Sincerely, |.G. Lewis 














US Marines of the 3rd Battalio є " e чі artillery fire on the Baghdad Highway Bridge (April 2003) 


»» IM TIMES PAST. WAR MEANT SACRIFICE. FOOD RATIONS, CONSUMER GOODS, 
SCRAP METAL. FATHERS AND SONS. LIFE AND LIME. BATTLES WERE WON NOT SO 
MUCH WITH WEAPONRY. BUT THROUGH THE WILLINGNESS OF A PEOPLE TO GUT 
ITSELF IN THE NAME OF VICTORY. 





WE HAVE TRIUMPHED OVER SUCH NASTY WARFARE. 


Believers and Deceivers: 
The Political Psychology of US Power borah car 


>> In the winter of 1954, psychologist Leon Е 





tinger infiltrated 

a cult led by Marion Keech, a suburban homemaker in Lake City, 
Minneapolis who claimed to communicate with aliens. Her followers, 
believing the end of the world was imminent, had become convinced 
they would be whisked to safety on a space ship. Needless to say, when 


the proph 





ied date of destruction arrived, neither apocalypse пог 
extraterrestrial rescuers materialized. The question that intrigued 
Festinger was: faced with undeniable evidence, would the cult 
members renounce their beliefs? 

As Festinger found in his groundbreaking research on the theory 
of cognitive dissonance (that uncomfortable state created by two 
contradictory ideas), exactly the opposite occurred. Rather than 
admitting to themselves that they had been duped, they interpreted 
the failure of the prophecy as a confirmation of their beliefs: the world 
had been spared because of their faith. 

“We are familiar with the variety of ingenious defenses with which 
people protect their convictions, managing to keep them unscathed 
through the most devastating attacks,” Festinger wrote in 1956. “But 
man’s resourcefulness goes beyond simply protecting a belief. Suppose 
an individual believes something with his whole heart; suppose 
further that he has a commitment to this belief, that he has taken. 
irrevocable actions because of it; finally, suppose that he is presented 





with evidence, unequivocal 
and undeniable evidence, 
that his belief is wrong: what 
will happen? The individual 
will frequently emerge, not 
only unshaken, but even more 
convinced of the truth of his 
beliefs than ever before.” 

Last summer’s war in 
Lebanon was a glaring example 
of cognitive dissonance at 
work within the current US 
administration. The war in 
Lebanon was shocking for many 
reasons: for the monstrous 
scale of the destruction, for 
American complicity in what 


has been described as 





proxy 
war with Iran and Syria, and 
for the awkward silence - or 
shameless assent — of prominent international and Arab leaders (one 


could almost see them shn ig their shoulders) as Israel committed 





what both Amnesty International and Human Rights Watch have called 
war crimes. Most noteworthy, however, was the conflict’s unexpected 
conclusion, and the way it revealed an alarming estrangement from 
reality 

The destruction itself was without precedent: in one fell swoop, 
Israel flattened a fragile democracy that American officials had been 
hailing as a 





mphant justification of the Iraq war only months 
earlier. Estimates of reconstruction costs in Lebanon are now at $10- 
billion after Israeli aerial bombings destroyed power stations, water 


treatment plants, the international airport, roads, bridges, factories, 





supermarkets, the Beirut harbor (now covered by an oil slick that is 
one of the worst environmental disasters in Middle East history) and 
tens of thousands of homes. In addition to the one thousand Lebanese 
—and several dozen Israeli - civilians killed in the month-long conflict, 
Israel left the Lebanese refugees a parting gi 





ore than a million 
American-made cluster bombs carpeting southern Lebanese farms and 
villages that daily kill and maim civilians (often children, s 





many of 
the unexploded land mines resemble toys) and will for years to come. 
According to [an Egeland, under-secretary-general of the United 


Nations for humanitarian affairs, more than 90 percent of the cluster 
bombs were dropped in the final 72 hours before the ceasefire. 

Yet rather than intervening to stop the destruction of a democratic. 
country - to be expected of a nation so publicly committed to the 
democratization of the Middle East - the United States intervened to 
give Israel another week, then another, and yet another to complete 
“the job.” Rather than condemning the destabilizing violence, the 
Bush administration dispatched Condoleezza Rice to the region for 
a speech that was a stunning example of an attempt to rationalize 
cognitive dissonance: proclaiming the rain of death to be the “birth 
pangs of a new Middle East.” 

These were not the only contradictions at play. While the war was 
presented to the public as a spontaneous reaction to the capture of 
two Israeli soldiers by the Lebanese militant group Hezbollah, it soon 
emerged that the war plans had been developed by Israel and approved 
by American officials long before Hezbollah furnished a pretext. And 
while rightly accusing Iran of arming Hezbollah, the US rushed laser- 
guided bombs and jet fuel to Israel in the early days of the war (with 
Britain providing use of an airport). 

So sure was the American leadership that Israel would win (the 
spaceship was on its way) that it has failed to grasp the perplexing 
reality that Israel didn’t. In the past, American administrations have 
intervened to allow Israel an exit strategy whenever it appeared to 
be veering out of control. This time, however, Israel was encouraged 
to explore the limits of its celebrated military power. To the surprise 
of most everyone - not least the Bush administration - it found 
those limits, as a small band of irregulars, some two to four thousand 
Hezbollah fighters at most, managed to hold off the fourth strongest 
army in the world backed by the only superpower. 

As Alastair Crooke and Mark Perry observed in a lengthy 
investigation of the war in Asia Times, “[B]y any accounting - whether 
in rockets, armored vehicles or numbers of dead and wounded 
= Hezbollal's fight against Israel must be accorded a decisive military 
and political victory. Even if it were otherwise (and itis clearly not), 
the full impact of Hezbollah’s war with Israel over a period of 34 days 
in July and August has caused a political earthquake in the region. 
Hezbollah's military defeat of Israel was decisive, but its political 
defeat of the United States - which unquestioningly sided with Israel 
during the conflict and refused to bring it to an end — was catastrophic 
and has had a lasting impact on US prestige in the region." 

Nevertheless, immediately after the cessation of hostilities, 
President Bush declared victory for Israel. For gods and imperial 
presidents (and those who consort with extraterrestrials), stating 
something is sufficient to make it so. In any case, to say otherwise 
would be to proclaim defeat not only for Israel but for the rapidly 
unraveling US enterprise in the Middle East. 

Israelis were less prone to such self-deception. For the majority in 
Israel, there was a conviction that the popular bumper stickers stating 
“We Will Win" had not borne out. They were scandalized to learn that 
top Israeli general Dan Halutz had found time to contact his broker 


and sell off his stock portfolio mere hours before the invasion, which 
was immediately followed by Hezbollah rocket strikes on Israel. 
Israel's soldiers, once hailed as the world’s finest, were shocked to 
find themselves without sufficient munitions, food or water such that 
they were forced to drain the last drops from canteens taken from the 
bodies of dead Hezbollah fighters while their superiors told them to 
loot Lebanese shops to feed themselves. It should surprise no one 
that these soldiers and reservists have led the opposition to their 
government's cavalier ineptitude. 

Yet the US administration has proven unable to reconcile itself 
to the facts at hand. Rather than changing their approach - say, by 
accepting the democratic election of Hamas in Palestine rather than 
inciting factional violence and efforts to starve the Palestinians into 
submission as punishment - it has preferred to reinterpret the facts to 
fit a model that no longer works. This explains the revelations in Bob 
Woodward's new book, State of Denial. 

Asked how the state of denial in the White House — affecting not 
only Lebanon and Palestine but every significant issue facing the US 
today - has affected critical policy-making, Woodward replied, “Well, 
if you can’t tell yourself what the facts are, if you can’t deal with the 
reality, it’s very difficult to come up with a strategy. . . . They talk about 
а strategy for victory [in Iraq]. Well, as we know, victory 15 a goal, it's 
nota strategy. It doesn't tell you how to get there. I don't think they 
know how to get there.” 

If Woodward appears to have broken through his own state of denial 
by repudiating the image of a decisive and competent White House 
he fawningly depicted in two previous books, it is because evidence 
to the contrary has become overwhelming. His new book portrays 
Secretary of Defense Donald Rumsfeld, a chief architect of the Iraq 
war, as an arrogant figure who refuses to countenance contradictory 
views - а common strategy to alleviate the discomfort of cognitive 
dissonance. “What Rumsfeld did,” said Woodward, “is eliminate 
the argument, so . . . his view dominates and that's led to part of the 
trouble we're in now.” In Woodward's view, the reason Rumsfeld has 
not been fired for the current debacle in Iraq is because to do so would 
be a clear admission of failure. 





Festinger has an even better explanation. Dissonance, he wrote, can 
"be reduced or eliminated if the members of a movement effectively 
blind themselves to the fact that the prediction has not been fulfilled." 
Rationalizations - take the classic Rumsfeldian themes regarding Iraq 
such as "stuff happens" and "you have to go to war with the army you 
have, not the army you want" - can, according to Festinger, “reduce 
dissonance somewhat." But in order to be fully effective, “support 
from others is needed to make the explanation or the revision seem. 
correct. Fortunately, the disappointed believer can usually turn to the 
others in the same movement, who have the same dissonance and the 
same pressures to reduce it. Support for the new explanation is, hence, 
forthcoming and the members of the movement can recover somewhat 
from the shock of the disconfirmation." 

The American leadership, of course, is пої composed entirely ої 2» 


believers. They are more akin to the woman channeling aliens, who 
was either clinically insane or a master manipulater. And who are the 
aliens? They are masks for the dictates of wealth and power. Wealth 
in the form of multi-billion-dollar military contracts and power in the 
form of regional control over the largest repository of oil and gas on 
the planet. 

The global media networks that deny their audiences the facts are 
co-conspirators in creating a believing public. American officials 
-and anyone who pays attention - are well informed of the disaster 
unfolding in Iraq, where more than a hundred a day are being killed 
(according to a 2006 study in the medical journal The Lancet, an 
estimated 655,000 Iraqi civilians so far), just as they are well informed 
of the deteriorating situation in Afghanistan. Nevertheless, Congress 
has set aside $20-million for a party to celebrate their “victory” in both 
countries. 

Ascertaining this administration's underlying agenda requires 
observing it in deed rather than word. In a landmark motion 
that passed with virtually no media fanfare this fall, the Military 
Commissions Act of 2006 was signed into law. This monumental 
piece of legislation effectively allows anyone, even an American 
citizen, who has "purposefully and materially supported hostilities 
against the US” to be declared an “unlawful enemy combatant” and 
indefinitely imprisoned without charge. (What “purposefully and 
materially" means is open to interpretation: it could include donating 
to a banned charity or simply opposing US government actions at 


28 war against the future 








easure of the scale of Israel's atrocities against the 
ese that the worst environmental disaster in Lebanon's 
(огу went largely unreported in the midst of all the death 
and destruction. "Chances are our whole marine ecosystem 
facing the Lebanese shoreline is already dead," lamented 
the country's environment minister, Yacub Sarraf on |міу 
29, 2006. "What is at stake is all marine life in the eastern 
Mediterranean." 

More than 15,000 tonnes of fuel oil leaked from Lebanon's 





liyye power plant when it was attacked by Israeli warplanes on 
July 13. As if deliberately to hamper any attempts to staunch 
the flow of oil, Israel then bombed the power plant again two 
days later, preventing emergency workers from gaining access 
to the site. An indication of the scale of the disaster came 
from satellite photos showing a 3,000-square-kilometer slick 
along two-thirds of Lebanon's coastline. The oil later began to 
wash up in Syria. 

Worst affected among the region's wildlife were green 
turtles, an endangered species whose young begin to hatch on 


street demonstrations or in the press.) Such prisoners are denied 
the protections granted under the Geneva Conventions and are 
stripped of one of the earliest enshrined legal rights, dating back to 
the Magna Carta of 1215, to challenge their detention in court. Yet 
illegally-acquired evidence - including suspect statements obtained 
by torture - can be used to prosecute them. American officials who 
have employed torture tactics are now retroactively shielded from 
prosecution and the notion of what constitutes torture has been 
redefined (rape, for instance, is not considered torture). 

Meanwhile, Halliburton subsidiary Kellogg Brown & Root has been 
awarded a $385-million contract to build new detention centers within 
the United States that may be used, according to KBR executives 
interviewed by the New York Times, for "new programs that require 
additional detention space." 

“A man with a conviction is a hard man to change,” wrote Festinger. 
"Tell him you disagree and he turns away. Show him facts or figures 
and he questions your sources. Appeal to logic and he fails to see your 
point." 

There is a way out of the painful conundrum of cognitive 
dissonance, and it is to accept the facts as they are. Rather than 
patiently awaiting the promise of rescue as the tide of destruction 
approaches, the solution is to think critically. To refuse to believe 
what has shown to be false. To no longer play along. It is, in a word, 
enlightenment. ilh 


Lebanese beaches in late July. As the baby turtles scrambled 
towards the sea, they ran straight into the oil. Young fish were 
also badly hit. Environmental groups were prevented more 
than two weeks from surveying the damage or rescuing the 
turtles because of continued Israeli fire. 

More recently, reports suggest that much of the oil has 
settled onto the seabed, from where it will continue to 
contaminate beaches for years to come. Lebanon now plans to 
seek legal damages towards the estimated $100 million clean- 
up cost from Israel under a statute of International Court of 
Justice, but given Israel's record in ignoring international legal 
judgements it may not have much success. 

None of this devastation will have come as a surprise 
to the Palestinians, who have suffered the environmental 
consequences of Israel's scorched-earth policies for decades. 
The water supply to nearly a million Gazans was cut off by 
bombing in June this year. Untreated sewage still lies in pools 
on the beach, thanks to Israeli shelling of the Gaza City waste- 
water treatment plant in 2002. Landfill sites are overflowing 
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and on fire, and two pilot composting plants - constructed 
with outside help as ап alternative to landfill - lie idle, having 
also been damaged by Israeli bullets. 

Israel will no doubt deny all of this or construe it as 
"accidental" (and І will be accused of anti-Semitism for daring 
to write it). No such claim can be made for the 50,000 tonnes 
of hazardous waste that the UN Environment Programme 
discovered in 2003, buried by Israel on Gaza's beach. Nor can 
the ecological impact of West Bank settlements be so easily 
dismissed: untreated sewage pours down from their army- 
protected hilltop fortresses, contaminating what remains 
of Palestinian agricultural land in the valleys. Aluminum and 
electronics factories avoid domestic Israeli pollution controls 
by relocating to the occupied territories, where hazardous 
waste is simply dumped on Palestinian land. 

In areas where Israel's segregation wall has been completed, 
whole communities are cut off from their farmlands and water 
supplies. Construction of the barrier, known to its Palestinian 
victims as the “apartheid wall,” continues apace with US 
support, despite a ruling by the International Court of [ustice 
in The Hague declaring it illegal and immoral. As I write, Israeli 
soldiers have stopped Palestinians from venturing on to their 
own land near Jenin, so that troops can begin the uprooting of 
hundreds of olive trees in advance of the wall. 


In March last year, according to the Israeli peace campaigner 
Ethan Ganor, shepherds from Palestinian villages near Hebron 





found their livestock killed by poison pellets scattered in 
their fields by Jewish settlers. This might be dismissed as the 
action of a few fanatics, but it is consistent with reports about 
settlers targeting Palestinian resources. In 2003, the Guardian 
journalist Chris McGreal reported how settlers had hacked 
down Palestinian olive trees in a night attack. More than 
250 trees, some dating from Roman times, were damaged or 
destroyed. 

Violence against the land and its inhabitants has become 
part of the same matrix of aggression. Perhaps most revealing 
was Israel's destruction of a solar power project їп Gaza in an 
air strike on June 28. That environmentally friendly technology 
could deliver a better future for Palestinians, but is not part of 
Tel Aviv's plan. As far as Israel is concerned, the Palestinians 
have no future - except as а dispossessed underclass, deprived 
of land and identity, segregated by a four-metre-high wall 
into a network of South African-style bantustans. This is not 
a future any people can or should accept, not in South Africa, 
nor in Palestine. And so, the war goes on. Пи 


—Mark Lynas is an environmental journalist and author of High Tide: News 
from a Warming World. 


Lebanese children play near a destroyed house in the village of 
Maroun Al-Ras, following the withdrawal of Israeli forces (October 
1,2006). In the final three days of fighting, Israeli forces battered 
south Lebanon with thousands of US-made cluster bombs, leaving 
behind a milion or more unexploded bomblets (such as the one 
pictured above, found in northern Iraq after the 2003 invasion). 

The bomblets act like landmines, and curious children who are drawn 
tothe top ke casings are among the most common victims. 
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DC: The cover of your new book, Pirates of the Caribbean, depicts 
Fidel Castro with a halo. Fidel has often claimed, “History will 
vindicate me." With the leftist revolution that's sweeping across 
South America, is history vindicating him? 


TA: I think there's no doubt that there is a fairly large set of 
social movements sweeping Latin America and challenging 
the neoliberal order. I wouldn't classify them as revolutions 
as such, though they do have that character in the sense that 
they are challenging something which people thought could 





never be challenged. But they are certainly creating panic 
in Washington. I mean, they tried to overthrow Chavez three 
times now, and even where there are pro-US governments, 
there's a crisis. But my own feeling is that the Washington 


model is not working at all for the whole of Latin America. 


DC: It's happening right in America's back yard. This must Бе 
somewhat of a surprise. 


ТА: The people running the administration are so obsessed 
with Islam and the Middle East that they're simply not 
paying attention to what's going on in South America. And 
the United States is caught up in a very messy situation in 
Afghanistan, Iraq and indirectly in Lebanon. So it’s an 
interesting conjuncture in world history today where a 
hundred different flowers are allowed to bloom in the back 
yard. 


DC: You've argued that the Middle East doesn't offer much of an 
option to capitalism or imperialist-type models. Do you see an 
alternative in the Chavez model? 














TA: I think there is an alternative. In everything that 
Chavez has done, he has not directly attacked private property. 
He is essentially using oil revenues to construct a social 
democratic state. But the difference between European 
traditional social democracy and the Latin American 
social democracy is that it's also anti-imperialist. This 
is whats making him very popular in the Middle East. 
Chavez gave an interview to Al Jazeera for one hour and 
the impact was electric. The Al Jazeera people told me 
they had never gotten so many emails from anything 
else they've done, thousands, and 90 percent posed a 
single question: “When will the Arab world produce 

a Chavez?" It’s that he’s not just anti-imperialist, but 
they know that he’s helping the poor and trying to create 
a more just society. That's one of the big virtues these 
days, all over the world. 


DC: At the same time we're seeing the rise of Islamic 
fundamentalism in the Arab world, rather than a pan-Arab 
nationalism or a social justice movement. Why? 


TA: In the Middle East you have a very big vacuum. 
In the 70s, you saw the definitive defeat of Arab 
nationalism, then the end of the left. The left in the 
Middle East was tied to Russia and China and when 
they went, the direction in the left caved in. And in 
this vacuum, you have the Islamists. One shouldn't 
imagine it as an undifferentiated blob. You have the 
Muslim equivalents of Christian democrats, you have 
the extremist groups, more social democratic groups, 
but they have an extremely reactionary socio-cultural 
program. And till now, none of them has come up 

with a socio-economic program that challenges the 
neoliberal order. But it should be said that [Hezbollah 
leader Hassan] Nasrallah’s defiance of the Israelis 
and the fact that Hezbollah actually battled them to a 
standstill, and that for the first time, Israeli casualties 
— military casualties were higher than those of their 
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[etc.] signed a letter about ГЫі war crimes and the 


destroy Palestinian national ат оп, accusing the US and 
Britain of colluding with Israel. WWNg was your purpose in 


issuing these letters? 


TA: Noam got in touch with me and ask&d me to draft 
one of them. We were shocked, really, at 
cold-blooded way in which Bush and Blair sd 
was going on in Lebanon and green-lighted thé whole 
exercise. They said, “Take another week if you have to," 
and when the second week passed they said, “Oh, if it’s 
only going to take another seven or eight days, finish 

the job." I mean, for politicians to encourage war- 
mongering of this sort was just horrendous. We decided 
to write the letter to try and mobilize public opinion. 
This was very common in Europe during the '60s and ‘70s. 
1f you look back you see that it was two big intellectuals, 
Bertrand Russell and Jean-Paul Sartre, who decided 

to organize an international tribunal on behalf of civil 
society to try the US for war crimes in Vietnam, and it 
created a total storm. But the mood now in Europe is 
very difficult. In Germany, in France, hardly a single big 
name would sign anything on Lebanon. The Germans of 
course couldn't because they feel blackmailed by Israel. 
In France, most of the intellectuals are extremely 
reactionary and rock-solid in their backing of Israel. 


DC: Why is that? French intellectuals get on TV talk shows in 







ways they don't in the US. 


TA: You do, in the US, if you support the establishment. 
The only reason you don't is if you're a dissident. 


DC: You're talking about the media as a gatekeeper. 


TA: Without any doubt. These are the watchdogs of the 
establishment and increasingly the space for divergent 
views is getting narrower and narrower. We know how 
bad it is in the US already, but it's getting like that in 
Europe too. If you looked at the coverage of the coup 
against Chavez in 2002, the difference between the US 


press and the bulk of the European media is nonexistent. 


I see two causes. One is the corporatization of the 
media. You have eight giant companies that own the 
bulk of the world's media. The second is that they're so 
dominant that what is left outside their control tries to 
imitate and mimic them, so public television networks 
are not taking up issues that challenge authority as they 
used to. 


[on Iran] 


DC: Why is Washington so belligerent toward Iran right now, 
ata time when they're mired in Iraq, at a time that they need 
the Shia in Iraq to side with them? 


ТА: It’s precisely because they are mired in Iraq that 
they have become so aggressive toward Iran. They need 
the Iranian regime to prevent a total debacle in Iraq. 
ind so they threaten it, which is why I’ve described it 
ket-rattling. It’s blackmail. The secondary reason 
is that the Israelis, who were the main ones pushing 

for a war in Iraq, are pushing for the United States to 
go and knock out the Iranian nuclear reactors because 
the Israelis want to be the only state in the region with 
nuclear weapons. But I think that the overwhelming 
need for the US military is to stop the Shia militias in 
Iran from turning on them. If Muqtada Al-Sadr and the 
Mahdi army decided to join the resistance, that would 
be it. There would be no way the American and British 
troops and the European contingents could stay there. 





DC: And if the US and Israel were to attack Iran? 


TA: That would be it too. Which is why I don’t think 
they'll attack Iran. Without the support of the Iranians, 
there is no way that the US could have occupied either 
Iraq or Afghanistan. The Iranians gave them the green 
light. They did it for their own reasons, because they 
regarded the governments there as their enemies. 


But the result is that they have emerged rather strong 
compared to the US, which toppled these regimes and 

is now quite weak. The other effect this has on Iran 

is it pushes people behind the government, whereas 

my reading of Iran is that, given that 75 percent of the 
Iranian population is under 35, it’s only a matter of time 
before they get rid of these clerics and this form of rule 
for themselves. Attacks on Iran and these pressures from 
the west serve to make that difficult because it freezes 
the situation inside. 


[on the fallout from the Israel-Lebanon 
conflict] 


DC: If we return to Lebanon, where Hezbollah basically 
brought the Israeli army - backed by US armaments and 

diplomatic support - to a standstill, has this changed the 
equation in the Middle East? 


TA: I think it has created a minor crisis for the US and 
Israel. The plan was very clear. The Israelis would go in, 
destroy Hezbollah, attack some installations, blame it 
on Hezbollah, isolate Hezbollah within the Lebanese, 
and then, de facto, Lebanon would become an Isracli- 
American protectorate just like Jordan. This backfired 
sensationally. They couldn’t dislodge Hezbollah. 
Hezbollah in fact dislodged them, using classic guerilla 
warfare tactics. The Israclis went ahead and destroyed 
the infrastructure of the country, bombed the new 
airport, and now they are even more isolated from the 
rest of the world than they had been for some time. Even 
in the US, questions are beginning to be asked, and 
questions are beginning to be asked inside Israel itself. 


DC: Do you think that it could push Israel to find a 
diplomatic rather than find a military solution to the 
problems they're facing? 


ТА: I don't think they will do that in Palestine. I think 
the two-state solution is dead. I think the Palestinian 
groups are very profoundly mistaken to carry on 
preserving the structures created by the Israelis and be 
totally dependent on them. The Palestinian Authority 
has no authority. It can do nothing without the 
permission of the Israeli military. And it does nothing. 
And to carry on pretending that it will somehow Бе 

an independent entity, in my view, really betrays the 
Palestinian cause. It would be far better to dissolve the 
authority and throw a challenge to the world, saying 


here we are, we don't have anything, but we are human 
beings, we're alive, we're citizens of the world, and we 
demand our rights. Much much better to do that than to 
preserve this farce of a state which doesn't do anything. 


DC: What other options are Palestinians to contemplate? 


TA: Well, I think ultimately a single-state solution, 
like South Africa. My own fe 





ing is that political civil 


dissident campaigns would be a much much better way 
of doing that. 















+ the American 





approaches their military power. The Far East is qu 
divided. The Japanese are not allowed their own Роге! 
policy. Korea is disunited. China is economically 
strong, politically very weak. Since the collapse ої 
communism there has been a tectonic shift in favor 

of American capitalism. . . . The primacy of the US 
can't be denied. If you look at the US today, there is 
no organization or social movement, even embryonic, 
which could challenge the hegemony of the ruling elite. 
The most striking feature of world pol 





cs during the 
last quarter of a century has been the unprecedented 
growth of the American military and political power 
and unprecedented weakening of democratic political 
mechanisms in the face of that power. Democracy itself 
is now under heavy attack. Since the end of the Cold 
War and the defeat of that enemy, the mechanisms of 
democracy itself are beginning to look more and more 
hollow. Canada is going in the same direction and 
Britain is virtually the same today. 


DC: You mentioned the rise of militarism. Is the weapons 
trade driving a lot of what's happening? 


TA: The present state of the US is being driven by a 
type of fear. A fear that they are no longer as dominant 
economically as they were before, a fear of the rising 
economic might of China and the Far East. In order 

to keep them at bay, they are prepared to take risks 

— military risks to try and hegemonize the world so 
that when China reaches a totally dominant stage, 

as they imagine in 20, 25 years' time, they will be 


heavily dependent on the US for energy resources, 
etc., which will be de facto under US control. That’s 
the plan. That is what the new strategy doctrine of 

the Bush Administration says. The Achilles’ heel 

is the American economy. Another is pushing for 
ultradogmatic fundamentalist reforms — so called 
—which are creating severe class polarizations. We 
are seeing the impact of that in Latin America, and we 
could see the impact of that elsewhere in the world. 
Including in China, by the way. 


DC: You're talking about a backlash against the IMF and 
World Bank. 


TA: Against the new capitalism. The turbo-charged 
capitalism which rushes like a steamroller, creating 
rich and semi-rich layers to rule these countries and 
increasing the levels of poverty. But it will be difficult 
for them to occupy every part of the world. It would not 
be sufficient. And one hopes some third party, some 
bird force will emerge in the US to challenge the 

ony of these forces. 


When your instincts tell 
orrupt and disgusting about 
the way the political establishment operates, you're 
100 percent right. But don’t just say that. Try and do 





something about it: in the realm of culture, in the realm 
of protests, in the realm of literature, in the realm of 
theatre. Do alternative things, and don’t be too scared 
that if you do that, you won't be able to find a job. It's 

so much easier, with the development of technology 
today to produce a magazine or a cracking ten-minute 
documentary. We couldn’t do that in the ‘60s. It’s 

a totally different world, and there are enormous, 
enormous opportunities which should be used. ili 








When [apanese Prime Minister Junichiro Koizumi stepped down 
in September 2006 after five and a half years, nobody was sadder 





than George W. Bush and his neocon allies. During his years 
in office, Koizumi tied Japan's geopolitical fate to the United 
States, sending Japanese soldiers to Iraq despite huge public 
doubts, pushing hard to renounce the Constitution to allow 
closer US-Japan military relations, and adopting a tough line 
towards both China and North Korea that pleased American 
hawks. 

Koizumi liked Bush so much that in October 2004 he declared 
he wanted Bush to win re-election. When Bush met Koizumi in 


Kyoto in November 2005, the president was hugely unpopular 
at home due to his criminally negligent response to Hurricane 
Katrina and a growing realization in the US that was losing the 
war in Iraq. Internationally, Koizumi was a welcome friend in 
a world of leaders who were turning away from Bush and the 
neocons. 

Much has been made in US media of the unique friendship 
that Dubya and Koizumi enjoyed. But it's a mistake to conclude 
Japan's official embrace of US policy over the past five years 
was due to the personal relations of the two leaders. Bush and 
Koizumi were merely the point men in a tangled web of strategic 





relationships between right wing, xenophobic politicians and 
def 





nse bureaucrats in Japan, and senior members of the Bush 
administration, not all of whom were neocons but most of 
whom share a Malthusian view of the world as a dark place full 
of demons that have to be slayed by Captain America. 

These strategic relationships became politically potent in 
October 2000, when Richard Armitage, who would soon be the 


number two man in the US State Department, but was then 


simply another Washington DC insider jock 






















co-authored a report on America's relationship wit 
Armitage Report warned that US-Japan relation: 
since the end of the Cold War, and that it was 
Japan, or, rather, the Japanese defense establ 
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In Japan, a loose clique of Japanese neocoi 
politicians in their forties and fifties with rig 
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ns in the media who made Bill O'Reill 
look quiet and thoughtful - embraced the Armitage’ 


loud cre 





asa blueprint for Japan's political and diplomatic futures 





s. But 
they agreed to a Faustian bargain with the US because when the 


Japanese neocons, were, at heart, xenophobic nation: 





time came to confront China (and many of Japan's right wingers 
seemed to welcome all-out war) Japan would need America on 
its side not, like the 19305 and 19405, against it. 

Those identified as neocons included Shinzo Abe, grandson 
of a convicted war criminal who had studied in the US and 
was noted for his anti-North Korea remarks; Shigeru Ishiba, 


previous page: Prime Minister Shinzo Abe walks 
‘alongside Chinese Premier Wen Jiabao outside the Great 
Hall of the People in Beijing. The visit by Abe, which 
marks the first formal summit between the countries’ 
leaders in five years, after China canceled previous 
meetings to protest pilgrimages to a Tokyo war shrine by 
‘Abe's predecessor, Junichiro Koizumi. 

this page: Japanese Prime Minister Shinzo Abe on a 
‘secret visit to the Yasukuni Shrine in April 2005 during 

his service as the Liberal Democratic Party's Deputy 
Secretary General. Abe presently refuses to discuss 

the controversial shrine, which has caused strained 
relations with Korea and China due to the fact that 14 war 
criminals are included among the shrine's honored dead. 


who became head of Japan's Self-Defense Forces; Katsuei 





Hirasawa, a former cop who once attended Duke University; 

Ichita Yamamoto, a Georgetown University graduate who had 
worked for the United Nations; Takeo 
trade minister and was connected to the ultra rightwing group 





numa, who became 


Japan Conference; Taro Aso, a supposedly devout Christian 
whose family business used Korean slave labor during the war, 
and Shintaro Ishihara, perhaps the most extreme right wing 
list of the group, who was governor of Tokyo. 
nent female neocon politicians were Yuriko Koike, 
from American University in Cairo and is fluent 
lish, and Sanae Takaichi, who once worked for 
sswoman Patricia Schroeder. Koike openly 
John Bolton who, before his current post as 
s America's envoy to diplomatic talks in Asia 
olution to North Korea's suspected nuclear 
Bolton's contempt of anybody who disagreed 
е talks were doomed to failure, but to Koike, 
atred of North Korea and his distrust of China, 
lel diplomat. She became Environment Minister 





Takaichi’s political model was Margaret Thatcher, and she was 
farther to the right than Koike, and far less discreet. In 1995, as 
Japan's parliament debated a formal apology to Asia to mark the 
soth anniversary of the end of World War II, Takaichi criticized 
the discussions as meaningless, saying she herself had been 
born after the war and felt no sense of responsibility for what 
had happened. Severa 





ars ago, Takaichi got into trouble for 
insisting that Japan's 1951 invasion of Manchuria, which led to 


the war in the Pacific, was an act of inevitable self-defense. 

After 2001, Japan's neocon politicians moved quickly to form 
personal relationships with not only Armitage, but other 
influential Washington players like former Defense Policy 
Board chairman and Ігад war architect Richard Perle and 
US Speaker of the House Dennis Hastert (who once lived in 
Osaka). Former US Vice President Dan Quayle kept up his 
connections to Japan's neocons, and would, in 2004, be a top 
candidate for US ambassador to Japan. 

These connections were not limited to the political realm. 
Since the mid-1990s, military experts in both the US and Japan 
had been quietly researching a Japan-based theater missile 
defense system (TMD) to be developed by both countries. US 
firms like Lockheed Martin and Boeing McDonnell Douglas 
sent American aerospace engineers and technical experts 
to industrial Nagoya, home of Japan's own nascent military- 
industrial complex and far away from the media glare ої 
Tokyo. The increased cooperation between the US military 
industrial complex and major Japanese firms like Mitsubishi 
and Kawasaki, and their recent political influence on Japanese 
politics, is one of the most powerful, and least investigated, 
aspects of Japan's shift to the right over the past five years. 

Today, Shinzo Abe is Prime Minister and his good friend 
Sanae Takaichi is in charge of a ministry that deals with both 
Okinawa, where the majority of US military bases in Japan 
are located, and four small, bleak islands of the coast of the 
northern island of Hokkaido which Japan claims but which are 
occupied by Russia. Taro Aso, or Francisco Aso as he's known 
among fellow Christians, is one of Japan's most rabid anti- 
China, anti-Asia politicians, and was criticized by the New York 
Times for his undiplomatic tenure as Foreign Minister under 
Koizumi. He retained his post under Abe, proof that Japan's 
neocons are going to be around a while, perhaps even after 
their American counterparts are gone. 

Upon assuming office, Abe was faced with his first test in 
Asian diplomacy. During a trip to meet with the leaders of 
China and South Korea, North Korea tested a nuclear device. 
Suddenly, the Japanese neocons arguments over history and 
domestic issues were far less important than the present. 

One of those was whether Japan’s neocons would now push 

for а public discussion on what was once unthinkable, the 
acquisition of nuclear weapons. Abe rushed to assure a nervous 
international community that [apan had no intention of doing 
so and the discussion remained confined primarily to right- 
wing blogs and websites. But with a nuclear North Korea now 
at its doorstep and the most hawkish, conservative government 
in recent memory, the world remains rightly concerned 

about whether or not Japan's neocons, like their American 
counterparts, will lead the country down a path to disaster. 
Eric Johnston 








CANADA'S GREEN PARTY 


It was snubbed during leaders' debates in two consecutive 
elections. Its leader was prevented from using Press Gallery 
microphones outside the House of Commons chamber. It has 
been forced to battle from the electoral sidelines to make 

its mark on the political scene. Despite these obstacles, the 
Green Party of Canada has managed to convince more than half 
a million Canadians to vote for them in the last two general 
elections. 

With the recent selection of long-time environmental 
activist Elizabeth May, 52, as the Green Party's leader, hopes 
are running high that the party will finally break through 
their electoral glass ceiling and win a seat in Parliament. May, 
a former executive director of the Sierra Club of Canada, 
was chosen leader at an Ottawa convention attended by 400 
individuals, making it the party's biggest event in its 26-year 


history. The party now boasts 9,000 members and is suddenly 
getting more attention from the national media. "This is a 
moment when we come of age, when the media is interested in 
our choice of leader, this is а moment that is going to carry us 
through to the next federal election where we will win seats," 
May told the Ottawa Citizen newspaper. And it’s not just the 
media that has noticed, 


According to а ses Research poll 
from this past August, 36 percent of 
Conservative party voters said the 
Greens were their second choice. 
The greening of the Conservatives, 
also visible in the UK under Tory 
leader David Carmeron, is not 
as unlikely a phenomenon as it 
might seem. “We are pointing 
in a new direction that even 
Conservatives understand,” said 
David Chernushenko, the party's senior deputy leader, and 
former leadership contender, "What appeals to Conservative 
voters is that the Green Party talks about not wasting any of our 
resources. . . . We talk about shifting taxes less on employment 
income and more onto resource consumption and pollution. A 
Conservative would say that makes sense." 

The party has also benefited from the increased importance 
Canadians place on environmental issues. According to a poll 
released in September and reported widely in the domestic 
mainstream media, 90 percent of Canadians believe climate 
change will become a serious problem if nothing is done. 

The same poll by McAllister Opinion Research, found that 

75 percent of Canadians believed a lot could be done to slow 
down or stop climate change and 77 percent wanted Canada 

to meet or exceed its Kyoto targets. Conservative Prime 
Minister Stephen Harper, aware of the changing move, has been 


belatedly scrambling to build credibility on the environment. 
“We have a Conservative government that ran on a platform 
that almost didn't mention the environment and now, much 
to their shock, they have found it is up there in importance," 
observes Chernushenko, “Environmental awareness is reaching 
a critical point where people are expecting more from their 
government. More and more people are getting that it's not just 
a one-off issue, that these issues are all interconnected. They are 
wondering: Why are we not voting for the party that gets it?” 
An increasing number of Canadians sense that the Green 
Party is the only party that credibly "gets" the environmental 


agenda. The party is polling at the 10 percent mark across the 
country; its ranks have swelled beyond hippies and protest voters 
into the business classes. In British Columbia, the Green vote 
has seen a five-fold increase since 1991. 

Canada has long been known around the world for its natural 
grandure and pristine wilderness. Today, Canadians have begun 
to realize that their national identity is itself at sake in the fight 
to protect their environment. Things are looking greener for 
Canadian politics. 

Jorge Barrera 





Tourist Tibet 


Few cultures could have survived an invasion the magnitude of 
which Tibet experienced at the hands of the Chinese in 1959. 
Everything from the basic food staple, tsampa = roasted barley 
flour- to the current Dalai Lama was targeted in the wake of 

the brutal takeover. The so-called liberation left monasteries 
decimated and claimed over 1.5 million lives resulting in cultural 
genocide, according to the exiled Tibetan government based in 
Dharmsala, India. 

As the Dalai Lama escaped across the Himalayas disguised as a 
soldier on a white pony, Mao Zedong was heard to say, "we have 
lost the battle,” Indeed, Tibet has overcome the odds and its core 
institutions endure, albeit in a crippled form, The Dalai Lama is 
still widely revered, the Potala Palace has hosted a record number 
of visitors this summer, and Tibetan Buddhism remains one of 
the world’s most alluring faiths. As the carnage of the Cultural 
Revolution began to subside in the mid-70s the Chinese realized 
that Tibet's pristine wilderness and rich traditions were worth 
preserving, if for only one reason: their tourist cache. 

Over the years the Chinese authorities have pursued various 
methods to forcibly assimilate Tibet into the fabric of China. In 
1965, the Tibet Autonomous Region (TAR) was created by by slicing 
off huge chunks of Amdo and Kham and folding them into the 
Chinese provinces of Qinghai, Gansu, Sichuan and Yunnan. As with 
many institutions in China, names can be deceiving -TAR has been 
anything but autonomous. 

During the Cultural Revolution of the “во and ‘70s, Tibetans 
suffered massacres and starvation while witnessing Red Guards raze 
their cherished temples and monasteries to the ground. From the 
late лоно», after reformer Hu Yaobang was replaced as Communist 
Party Secretary, a different tact was tried. Huge numbers of Han 
Chinese were lured with cash incentives to Tibet, marginalizing 
the indigenous population into a minority group within their own 
homeland, 

Official numbers put Tibet's population at 2.6 million, but how 
many of these are actual Tibetans is hard to say. No independent 
study has been conducted or allowed by China to determine 


Tibet's ethnic composition. The government says Tibetans make 
up about 95 percent of the population, but the Han influence is 
disproportionate. The Chinese dominate its economy and other 
spheres of influence, threatening Tibet's cultural identity. There 
is little doubt that the Chinese government uses figures that are 
designed to downplay the presence of Chinese settlers. However, 
any visitor to the capital of Lhasa can confirm that the majority of 
residents are Han Chinese. 

Today Lhasa resembles a typical Chinese city complete with 
karaoke bars and cellphone shops. A steel telecom tower sits on top 
of the once holy hill of Chagpo Ri beside the Potala Palace, Come 
nightfall, it is illuminated into a garish neon red replica of the Eiffel 
Tower. The Tibetan population has been squeezed into a small area 
around the Jokhang Temple while the steady influx of Chinese 
continues to expand the city boundaries, shooting up the price of 
real estate and other commodities. 

The Chinese are hoping tourism will succeed where forced 
assimilation could not and are busy cashing in on Tibetan chic. 
Money is being pumped into massive infrastructure projects in the 
hope of turning the region into a vacation hotspot and the strategy 
is bearing fruit. 

Current Chinese premier Hu Jintao was Communist Party 
Secretary in Tibet from 1988-1992 and earned a reputation as a strict 
authoritarian with little sympathy for the Tibetan population. This 
past July the new Qinghai Railway line opened in Lhasa, linking 
Tibet to the Mainland. The Dalai Lama has expressed his concern 
and cautions that it may be used to intensify the marginalization of 
his people. A current glitzy ad campaign states Tibet is a destination 
like no other and everyday six passenger trains arrive carrying up to 
4000 tourists. 

At the world’s highest lake, Nam-tso (sky lake), a 250 
kilometer drive from Lhasa, and one of Tibet's five holy lakes, 
the transformation brought on by the opening of the railway is 
extreme. Where only a few months ago a handful of tourists could 
be seen at the lakefront, now hundreds arrive by tour bus and 
rented suv each day. Local Tibetans have followed the crowds in 














droves selling cheap Nepali-made souvenirs. The once tranquil 


area now resembles a flea market. 





Back in Lhasa, the crowds are also having an impact. Up until 
this July the Potala Palace was open to visitors on a daily basis from 
morning to evening. Once they paid their entrance fee, they were. 


free to linger as long as the palace remained open. Now they must 





first register days in advance and wait for a special entrance time 
to be confirmed. Once inside visitors are only allowed one hour 
to take in over 1000 years of history and art. These restrictions 
will soon be expanded to include other temples and monasteries, 
including the Jokhang. 

China's strategy is а risky one. The Dalai Lama supports it, but 


Chinese tourists in Lhasa dress in traditional Tibetan. 
outfits outside of the Word Heritage-listed Potala Palace, 
which used to be the seat of the Tibetan government and 
the winter residence of the Dalai Lamas (July 7, 2006) 
Forty-years ago during the Cultural Revolution, it took 

an edict from China's then-premier Zhou Enlai to protect 
the Potala Palace from the destruction of the infamous 
Red Guards. Now а new menace - tourism - threatens 
the jewel of Tibetan Buddhism, which has come to be the 
‘symbol of all Tibet. 


for entirely different reasons. On a recent visit in Vancouver to 


inaugurate a proposed $60-million Dalai Lama Centre for Peace and 





Education, he urged people to visit Tibet. When asked by a reporter 
if Tibetans in China were oppressed, he replied, "Go there yourself. 
and spend some time." 

As the Chinese government continues to lure visitors to Tibet 
the more difficult it will be to mask its policies beneath a thin 
veneer of liberation. With the 2008 Olympics drawing nearer China 
will likely come under increased international pressure. If enough 
is applied then the next influx to Tibet will not only be tourists, but 
refugees returning home. Пи 
-David Kootnikoff 
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>> There's been a lot of talk recently abot 3 4í of tech-savvy activists combined their 
freedom and democracy in the Middle up with a credible international polling 
the world, Yet on the global level, a we 

hardly exists at all, because the Unit 

the other G-8 nations, and the vetr 


But now imagine what a vibrant global dei 
look like. Imagine if all six billion of us from «very part of 
the world had a vote, an equal say in the issues that affect 
them most. What kind of things would we vote for? 

We would vote for things like the Tobin tax to slow down 
billion-dollar profiteering by big corporations. We'd push 
for an international criminal court to bring warmongers 
and arms merchants to justice. Cluster bombs, landmines 
‚and other weapons that maim and kill civilians would be 
outlawed. We would focus our revenues on feeding the 
hungry and giving medical aid to the sick, initiatives to save 
life rather than destroy it, And bit by bit, we would curb the 
military lust of the Bushes, Putins and Olmerts of the world. 

One tantalizing way to get the ball rolling towards global 
governance is for a few dozen programmers to devise 
an open-source GIVS (Global Internet Voting System). It 
may not be accessible to everyone immediately, but it 
would start to give millions of people a say in the way that 
their world is run. Before the Iraq war, 15 million people 
marched in protest of the illegal invasion. Now imagine 
one billion people voting an emphatic "NO" to the war 
on the internet. Would President Bush still have had the 
arrogance to push ahead? 





asthoughts 





What lies in front of us are the difficulties involved in transfor 
the modern world into a commonwealth of civilizations that 
reflects the changing balance of power between Western and non- 


ing 





Western civilizations, first and foremost the reemerging С! 
centered civilization. How drastic and painful the transformation 

is going to be- and indeed, whether it will eventually result in a 
commonwealth rather than in the mutual destruction of the world’s 
civilizations - ultimately depends on two conditions. It depends, 
first, on how intelligently the main centers of Western civilization 
can adjust to a less exalted status and, second, on whether the 

main centers of the reemerging China-centered civilization can 
collectively rise up to the task of providing system-level solutions to 
the system-level problems left behind by US hegemony. 


—from Chaos and Governance in the Modern World System by Giovanni Arrighi 


and Beverley |. Silver (University of Minnesota Press, 1999). 


ON ISRAEL 

Israel, though geographically part of the Middle East, has never 
regarded itself as part of the region, politically, culturally 

ally. It identifies itself with the West. And the West 
reciprocates. How else can one explain the intimate relationship 





or etlu 


‘An American G. attempts to disperse 
children in Baghdad after running his 
armored vehicle into a ditch (October 
2006). 





that Israel enjoys with the US, or the fact that Israel compete: 

the Eurovision song contest and European football competitions? 

It is regarded as an honorary member of the West in the same way 

that Australia still is, or apartheid South Africa used to be, And the 

reason is not simply geopolitical, but cultural and ethnic. 
Whatever the rights and wrongs of the creation of the state 

of Israel, the reality today is that it is - by the manner of its 

creation, self-image and attitude towards its neighbors, and how 

it is regarded by the West — а western transplant sustained by an 





American life-support machine. Under such circumstances, the 
very idea that peace in the Middle East is in any meaningful sense 
possible is illusory. Israel has been the primary means by which the 
US has exercised its hegemony over the region. 

— Martin Jacques from The Guardian (August 14, 2006). 


ON LATIN AMERICA 
In researching a new film, I have been watching documentary 
archive from the 1980s, the era of Ronald Reagan and his “secret 
war” against Central America. What is striking is the relentless 
lying. A department of lying was set up under Reagan with the coy 
name, “office of public diplomacy: 





ts purpose was to dispense 


"white" and “black” propaganda - lies - and to smear journalists 
who told the truth, Almost everything Reagan himself said on. 

the subject was false. Time and again, he warned Americans of ап. 
"imminent threat" from the tiny impoverished nations that occupy 
the isthmus between the two continents of the western hemisphere. 
"Central America is too close and its strategic stakes are too high 
for us to ignore the danger of governments seizing power with 
military ties to the Soviet Union," he said. Nicaragua was "a Soviet 
base" and “communism is about to take over the Caribbean." The 


Return of a Serial Kissinger 


It appears that the man who said "power is the 
ultimate aphrodisiac" is still randy in his old 

age. That would be 83 year old Henry “Angel of 
Death" Kissinger, who under various American 
administrations conducted secret and illegal wars 
that killed hundreds of thousands of civilians in 
Cambodia, Vietnam, East Timor and Chile. (Asked 
whether he had any regrets about ordering the 
illicit carpet bombing of Cambodia that gave 

rise to the genocidal Khmer Rouge, he gave the 
pinch-lipped answer: “No.”) 

Kissinger resurfaced briefly to accept the 
position as chair of the 9/11 commission - being 
well equipped to understand the mechanisms of 
mass murder - but resigned when he learned he 
would have to divulge his Middle East business 
interests. (That would have been interesting.) That 
setback hasn't stopped him from slithering up to 
the White House door yet again, this time as a 
key advisor on Iraq war strategy. 

It was journalist Bob Woodward who revealed 
Kissinger's regular meetings with George W. 

Bush and Dick Cheney. "Kissinger's fighting 

the Vietnam War again," Woodward said in an 
interview on 60 Minutes, "because, in his view, 
the problem in Vietnam was we lost our will." 
That, and 58,000 American soldiers (to say 
nothing of 2 to 3 million Vietnamese, many of 
them civilians, who were clearly less of an issue 
for Kissinger). 


United States, said the president, "is engaged in a war on terrorism, 
a war for freedom." 

How familiar it all sounds. Merely replace Soviet Union and 
communism with al-Qaeda, and you are up to date. 


— John Pilger from The New Statesman (September 4, 2006). 





While the White House treats any comparison 
between Vietnam and Iraq as a heinous scourge, 
it apparently doesn't see the irony in inviting 
a leading architect of the former disaster to 
advise on the current one. It was bad enough 
that Kissinger protégé Paul Bremer was put 
in charge of Iraq, single-handedly making the 
greatest blunders of the war by banning 50,000 
Sunni Baath party members from government 
jobs - setting up the Sunni-Shia divide - and 
dismantling the Ігаді army so they would have 
plenty of free time to put their training to use 
fighting American troops and one another. 

And what kind of advice is Kissinger whispering 
in the ears of the esteemed leaders this time? 

In a rambling polemic penned last year that 
referred to a "political task" in Iraq that will "test" 
the "West's statesmanship in shaping a global 
system relevant to its necessities," he gives the 
same "stay the course" advice that made Vietnam 
a synonym for disaster: "Victory is the only 
meaningful exit strategy." A translation: We're 
fucked. 

Kitty Clark 
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Before I became an Another-World-Is-Possible-ist, | tried 
anarchy. I had dreams, big dreams - and the hoodie (you know, the 
regulation anti-government-issue black sweatshirt with the hood. 
You read Bakunin; you get a hoodie.) I was down with anarchy. | was 
bitch-slapping capitalism. I was a one-man temporary autonomous 
zone, 

Eventually, however, at one of those protests where we were 
turning over dumpsters and burning shit in the street, a light 
bulb went off. | turned to the guy next to me (piercings, anti- 
government-issue hoodie, notable odor), and I was like: “What 
exactly is our strategy here for building a progressive majority for 
change in this country?” 

And he looked at me - in this fierce, possessed way, like he could 
see, in his mind's eye, an anarchist utopia of federated communities 
stretching across the land ~ and he was like: 

"Burn the flag! Never! Take! A shower! We-e-e-ar black!" 

“Is that really a viable strategy? Why are you doing this?" 

"Because I hate my dad!" 





So much for anarchy. 


When I was younger I dreamed of adventure. 1 would watch Jacques 
Cousteau documentaries with my dad and we would stay up late 
into the night putting together scrapbooks of submarines, airplanes 
and ships -all the necessary tools of a good explorer. He would tell 
me that, one day, I too could travel like Cousteau, unlocking the 
world’s secrets. 

Now, at age 28, I am trapped. 

1 pay for a car so that I can drive to work so that 1 can pay for my 
car. 

1 paid for education so that I can have a career that will pay for my 
education. 

I paid for a house so that I have a place to live while | work to pay 
fora house. 

I picked a good neighborhood so that I could get to know my 







bors, but all my neighbors have fences. 

Lowielocks so that I can see how little time I have in a day. 
that I can watch documentaries about people who 
are Unlocking the world’s secrets - my secrets. 


JAY R. JONES 


Ifill my empty stomach with caffeine and walk across a Wal-Mart 
parking lot. The full moon paces impatiently behind bars of neon 
noise light overhead. Papers blow, garbage carts rumble by. It's 

a brief jaunt to the unmanned photo center, swimming silently 
through a sea of unseen eyes. My fingers, smiling silver, slice a grin 
in plastic packs containing sought-after electronics merchandise, 
which is unprocessed money, which is unprocessed time. 

The seasoned shoplifter is either an atheist or a deiphobe, 1 myself 
am the former. What firmer man-made analogy is there for God than 
the whirring cameras behind impassive plastic shields, intimidating 
the flock into morality? I have no faith in them, for = as fallible as 
any church - the eyes can be outwitted by the individual. One might 
think the fear diminishes with time. That as skill rises, so does 
certainty of success. This is not true. My caffeinated hands tremble 
easing blades through polymer curtains. My digestive pipes shudder 
and constrict. Even the hardiest atheist has his doubts come death 
bed. Every job is a death bed. 

Walk the aisles slowly. Liberation from locked shelf is but step 
one. Next we gut the plastic fish and strip it of its soul, that it may 
be reincarnated on eBay, and green flowers, twenty dollar bills, may 
unfurl sunward from the grave soil. | avoid all others, for customers 
and employees alike are faceless antagonists. Once successful, it's 
full-blown retreat. I pass heavy-lidded scrutiny at the entrance, 
and am yawned back to the autumnal evening with food for three 
months glittering silently in my pocket. 

The white noise static of paranoia ebbs with each step, to be 
replaced with smiling calm. As long as the gears of this wretched 
beast are turning, there will be those of us who ride for free in the 


fetid undercarriage, It’s not a good life, but then, does anyone still 
believe in such a thing? I mount my bicycle, centaur legs, and drift 
further and further away from the sound and light vibrations of 
Mama Earth's death rattle, which is whispered pleadingly through 
every sewer lid, and keep drifting on clicking wheels until it’s just 
me and the yellow green moon in an undulating grass field. 
And do you know what the moon says to me? 
Nothing. So I go to sleep. 
DAVID COMMINS 
ANDREW BOYD 
CO-FOUNDER, BILLIONAIRES FOR BUSH 
New York, USA 


Isaw this skinny guy driving a massive shiny black Hummer down 
an otherwise quiet suburban street. It seemed so enormous and 
unstoppable, І was too intimidated to even cross the street in front 
of it. 

“Why are you driving a Hummer?" I yelled as he passed by. I 
carried on into a taco bar and, to my amazement, the Hummer 
driver walked in and started screaming at me that America is a free 
country, he can do whatever he wants. 

1 just started laughing. I mean, what can you say to that? But 
when he asked me why he shouldn't drive a Hummer, | mentioned 
something about global warming and troops dying in a war over oil. 
Interestingly, he didn’t even try to deny it. He just lowered the tone 
by insulting my dyed hair, insisting that | was “attention seeking.” 

I wasn't quick enough with a witty retort but, fortunately, the old 
lady behind him was. “Attention seeking? You're the one driving a 
Hummer.” 

The whole restaurant started laughing at him and he beat a hasty 
retreat. 

The tide has turned, people, the tide has turned. 

STEFAN BROADLEY 
Venice, California, USA 


1 think an idea that will revolutionize the world in the coming year 
will be a change in the music industry. People are tired of corporate 
trash-music; they are tired of the greedy record companies, and 
want music that is untainted by the media industry's avarice. The 
industry is setting itself up for a fall. It cannot feed the masses with 
the same old 1-4-5 chords forever. I believe the world is ready for 
a change, and that people will turn more and more to local music 
-not “MySpace bands.” 

ANONYMOUS 

via email 


“Only collective awakening can help us solve the difficult 
problems in our world like war and global warming. . .. | will 
propose that UNESCO organize a Global No Car Day - a day when 
people refrain from using their cars, except in emergencies. . . 

+ UNESCO can promote this day around the world and use it as a 
means to educate and inspire collective awakening concerning. 





the present environmental dangers facing all of us on planet. 
Earth. I will suggest that UNESCO itself, from the director to the 
ambassadors and other members, try to live in such a way that the 
message becomes a true message; not just a call for action, but action 
itself. In our daily lives, we should each try to drive a car that doesn't 
pollute the environment, or ride a bicycle more often, or use public 
transportation, Every one of us can do something to protect and 
care for our planet. We should live in such a way that makes a future 
possible." 
from an open letter released in October by Zen teacher Thich Nhat 
Hanh, upon the invitation to address a UNESCO delegation 
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brazil's landlgss pioneers 












In a country like Brazil, which has both the land and the natural 
resources to feed the needs of all of Latin America, it's hard to 

jeve that people are forced to live hand-to-mouth in overcrowded 
un ghettos, but this is indeed the case. Today, Brazil has become 

a breeding ground for organizations that are willing to adopt radical 
means to forcibly re-distribute farmland to the urban and rural poor. 
Having recently celebrated its twentieth anniversary, Movimento Sem 
Terra ("The Landless Movement") has proven to be one of the most 
successful groups to use agrarian reform as a platform for social justice 
and dı 


When I was collecting re: 





banization throughout all of South America. 





arch for my film Landless Dreams, which | 
documents the Movimento, I stayed at Instituto Terra in Aimorés, 
where I was fortunate enough to befriend Jose Padua, a professor of 
Environmental History at the Federal University of Rio de Janeiro. 
Professor Padua assured me that the century-old fight for agrarian 
reform in Brazil has resurfaced in the past two decades thanks in large 
part to the direct ac 





n of the Landless Movement, To be sure, the 
techniques employed by the Movimento are oft 





xtreme and usually controversial, which has been detrimental to their reputation and 
legitimacy in mainstream political society. But many see these tactics as the only viable method of soc 





1 protest capable of forcing the 
state to react. 

One of the biggest debates jeopardizing the Movimento's legitimacy is whether or not they are stealing or occupying land. Under 
provisions within the constitution, the Brazi 
forcing the owner to sell at below market pric 





government must sei 





land that is deemed underutilized or unproductive, often by 





The land is then earmarked for agrarian reform. The Landless Movement identifies which 
farms have been seized, and sends groups to camp along the perimeter to 





erate the process and ei 





ure that the land goes to needy 
families. With the Movimento's red flag fastened to lengths of bamboo, these groups wait in their temporary camps for months, even years, 
for the government to grant them the legal title. 








Frustrated with the slow pace of reform and fed up with the muffled voice of the urban and rural poor in the political arena, certain 
factions of the Movimento have adopted more aggressive tactics when repeatedly denied access to agricultural land, including occupying 


rian reform. The consequences are sometimes severe. In numerous instances, military police 


conflicts. 

In light of such incidents, the Movimento must deal with endless negative 
publicity from the mainstream corporate media in Brazil, with broadcasters such 
as Globo (the country's largest network) referring to members as vaga bundas, 
worthless vagabonds who invade people's farms and destroy landowners' property, 
even portraying them as violent socialists who are always ranting about revolution 
and rumored to kidnap farmers. During my stay at a Movimento camp, I had the 
opportunity to interview their head coordinator by candlelight. He informed me 
that wealthy landowners who invest in networks like Globo have a major influence 
in how the Landless Movement is represented by the media. Rather than showing 
Movimento settlements where thousands of families harvest crops for community 
‘co-ops and for export, Globo instead opts to show members occupying corporate 
office buildings with Che Guevara banners and machetes, or being handcuffed in 
the streets during protests. 





With this unruly reputation, the task of gaining support and sympathy from those in power is made nearly impossible. But to fully 
Understand the urgency that drives the Movimento's violence, one must understand the reality of life for the urban poor in Brazil. 

Discussing the importance of the Movimento, Professor Padua noted, “In 1940, 80 percent of the Brazilian population lived in the 

countryside, and now it’s the opposite. . . . With the introduction of machin 
hired help any more, so all of these rural peasants were expelled from the land a 
happened next was that everyone got to the city and there weren't 
So without a job and nowhere to live, they created the famous favela, the Brazilian ghetto. 


favelas- 


world, 


ruled by drug traffickers and crime syndicates so heavily armed that even the police are too scared to enter. Within this desperation, the 
Movimento has been very successful in gathering disillusioned people from the cities and bringing them back to re-connect them with 








s and agro-toxics, the wealthy farm owners didn't need 


d forced to ті 





ate to the cities to find jobs. And what 












ough jobs, especially for people who had been farmers all their lives. 





their roots in the countryside. They even have a certain group of workers (militantes) dedicated to informing and recruiting favela-dwellers. 
[n fact, rather than boasting about the amount of land that they have helped redistribute, the statistic most proudly repeated Бу the 
Movimento is the number of families that it has assisted in relocating to the countryside in the past two decades, which is by some counts 
as many as 350,000. 
Despite the many mistakes made in their quest for land, the Movimento has continued to fight because they have a dream: a dream to 

resurrect the spirit of every poor Brazilian by giving them a piece of land that they can work and call their own. Through their struggle 
to make this dream come alive, they also have a vision to build a better Brazil for everyone, not just for their own movement. If we are 
pearching for a method to combat starvation and homelessness, then Brazil’s Landless Movement stands as a progressive model for social 

levelopment which may prove itself to be extremely useful for all the world’s urban poor. iil 
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Азот McCourtney is a graphic designer and documentary filmmaker. His film, Landless Dreams, was featured in the 2005 Cine-World Film Festival 
































Remembering Bookchin 





I moved to Burlington, Vermont in January 1987 because 
Thad heard that Murray Bookchin would be teaching in his 
ical philosophy and the 





living room - giving lectures on diale 





history of popular revolutions = and that curriculum intrigued 
me more than any graduate program. Why study political theory 
in graduate school, I thought, and write articles that six people 
will read, when a new movement was brewing, the ecology 
movement, raising endless new issues that were crying out to be 
discussed? For that, I gave up my rent-stabilized apartment and 
headed north. 

How fortunate that 1 cast my lot with Murray - it was the 
beginning of an extraordinary journey. A generalist of the 
nineteenth-century variety, his worldview wove together 
aspects of many fields into a coherent whole: history, politics, 
anthropology, philosophy, ecology, urban studies and more. 

He gave me, and all his students, a framework with which 

to comprehend the world, one we could alter based on our 

nce, then come back for more, because no other leftist 
theorist was offering a broad, long-range view that embraced the 
best of the Western tradition. Even when our thoughts seemed 


experi 








to diverge from it in places, we learned by grappling with that 
framework. It was a priceless education. 

Born in the Bronx in 1921, Murray was a dynamo from the 
outset. He had been a Young Communist in the 1930s and 


lectured on soapboxes in Crotona Park at the age of 14- his late: 








prose soared with the musical rhythms of a charismatic orator. 
Abandoned by his father at age six, he learned early on to think 
for himself and stand on his own; instead of going to college, he 
earned a meager livelihood in a foundry. He broke decisively with 
1939, then moved 





the Communists over the Hitler-Stalin рас! 
on to Trotskyism and finally rejected Marxism altogether. Murray 
realized that changing times required new ideas, and so after the 
Second World War he began to rethink the revolutionary project, 
which he continued to do for the rest of his life. 

Where Marx had thought the proletariat would be the agent of 
revolution, Bookchin realized that the only possible revolutionary 
agent was ordinary people — men and women, people of all races, 
colors and gender identities - living in communities who would 
rise up to prevent the destruction of their environment, their 
culture, and their humanity, who would empower themselves as 
activ 





zens rather than settle for being passive consumers. 
Where Marx had allowed for authoritarianism in the name of 
revolution, Bookchin made sure the counterpower he envisioned 
would be equitable, developing a plan for a direct democracy, of 
citizens’ assemblies in confederation, as the “form of freedom” 
to institutionalize popular power. He called these ideas social 
ecology, embedded them in the utopian tradition and tried, 

fora long time, to marry them to anarchism. In the late 19905, 


finally concluding that anarchists Бай no serious interest in civic 
participation, he renamed his beloved tradition communalism. 


terms was imbued with purpose. 
Murray challenged the conventional wisdom of the left and 





Murray spent the rest of his life elaborating his emancipatory 
vision. His 1962 book, Our Synthetic Environment (written under 
the pseudonym Lewis Herber) raised the alarm, not just about 
pesticides, but a whole plethora of ecological ills: published 
six months before Rachel Carson's Silent Spring it was ignored 
by the mainstream because Bookchin, unlike Carson, was a 
political radical. In an article he wrote the following year, 
Murray was the first to conceive of ecology in terms of radical 
politics. He and his writings went on to have a profound impact 
on the counterculture of the 1960s, the antinuclear and organic 
agriculture movements of the 1970s and 1980s, the Green 
movements and parties, and the anti-globalization movement of 
the late 19905. 

Unlike many subsequent writers on ecology, Bookchin from 
the outset married ecological to social concerns. His magisterial 
The Ecology of Freedom (1982) became his most important work 
on ecology and hierarchy, while his exposition of politics and 
confederal democracy was fullest in The Rise of Urbanization 
and the Decline of Citizenship (1985). “Politics,” he wrote, “must 
be recovered if we are to reclaim any degree of personal and 
collective sovereignty over our lives.” 

A few months after I moved to Burlington, Murray and I fell 
in love, and for the next 20 years we were virtually inseparable. 
He was a devoted and faithful companion, affectionate and 
expressive, and his love transformed me from a bundle of nerves 


the right unsparingly — often to the chagrin of his would-be 
allies. Coming up as he had in the 1930s left, he perceived that 
at the end of this century the left, heir to a great revolutionary 
tradition, was getting dumbed down, and in his last decades he 
profoundly grieved this development, lamenting the demise of 
“the left that was.” A left vitiated by postmodernism, identity 
politics, and biocentrism was not, he felt, worthy to inherit the 
mantle of the basically humane and cosmopolitan tradition he 
had once known, 

Murray was a genuinely original thinker, always true to 
himself, his integrity unimpeachable. Sometimes the ideas he 
expounded sounded like self-evident truths - democracy, ethics, 
reason, citizenship, humanism, But in a world slouching toward 
Bethlehem, simple truths can be radical and must be repeated 
again and again. 

At the end of his life he could look back and say, “I have 
no regrets.” For me, it was a privilege to live and collaborate 
with him for 20 years and then to care for him in those last 
unforgettable months on home hospice. His physical heart put 
up a valiant struggle, his doctor told us, but finally the voice that 
had once spoken passionately for hours at a time was reduced to 
a few breathy syllables. In the end he died as he had lived, on his 
‘own terms, a socialist; he died with grace, dignity, and courage. 

A few months before he died, Murray was reading a 
book called Aristotle's Children. It's about a set of innovative 





into a confident, creative woman. Through his example, he 
taught me to stand up for what I believed, to debate, to marshal 
an argument. Love - especially when combined with political 
activity! - does indeed have the power to transform. 


I quickly got swept up into the whirlwind of his activity, 
and every day with him was an adventure. At first we 
concentrated on social ecology organizing, at the local and 
regional and continental levels, trying to form confederations 
of local groups working toward direct democracy. We worked 
internationally as well, corresponding with social ecologists 
everywhere from Uruguay to Greece to Norway to, most 
recently, the Kurdish areas (where a major Kurdish leader today 
recommends that his people read Murray's works). I recall 
astem-winding oration at the Waterloo, Ontario, that had 
everyone in a packed auditorium on the edge of their seats -he 
seemed to make people believe they really could create a good 
society. 

Later, when he retired from political activity, we 
concentrated on writing, and together from 1991 to 2004 we 
produced a tall stack of books. He wrote, and I edited and 
researched, while I also wrote four books of my own explicating 
Murray's ideas - my proud accomplishments. Life lived on these 


humanistic, naturalistic ideas developed in ancient Greece 
that were forgotten for a thousand years, only later to be 
rediscovered when people were ready to hear them. “Aristotle's 
children,” in this sense, would include someone like Galileo. 
Let’s hope it doesn’t take a millennium before Murray's work 
surfaces to inspire new generations. In the meantime Bookchin, 
like Aristotle, will have children, They will be those who, like 
Murray himself, speak truth to power. They will confront the 
world straightforwardly and resolutely. They will stand for clarity 
against obscurantism, for reason against mysticism, and they will 
organize political groups to work toward genuine democracy, 
to create a rational and ecological society, even if the greatest 
changes do not come about in their own lifetimes. IM 


Janet Biehl is the author of The Politics of Social Ecology 
and The Murray Bookchin Reader. 





We live in perilous times - times 

in which a shrinking handful of self- 
interested global media conglomerates 
have direct access to our eyes, ears 
and minds. Not only do they dictate the. 
distraction of the day (Cute white child 
abducted? Latest celebrity gaffe? Newest 
unconfirmed threat?) but - as much 
through their distortions and omissions 
as their content - the direction of our 
collective future. 

Which makes the largest public media 
collaboration in the United States an 
essential opposition force. Founded and 
hosted by New York-based investigative 
journalist Amy Goodman, Democracy 
Now! is a hard-hitting one-hour daily 
newscast subtitled "The War and Peace 
Report." In the battle for the mind, ОМ! 
is on the front lines. Broadcast on 500 
television and radio stations across 
the United States, including PBS and 
satellite TV, it reaches an estimated two 
million worldwide - an audience that 
is/growing by the day. Given its scope 
dnd commitment to the kind of dogged 
journalism thatfears no power, the show 
frequently breaks Stories ahead of the 
mainstream press. 

A typical newscast features top national 
and international stories (with the details 
you won't hear on CNN or Fox) and lengthy 
interviews with relevant critics, journalists 
and political figures, from Noam Chomsky 
to Seymour Hersh to Bolivia's Evo Morales. 
It also interviews unknowns - witnesses, 


What] | design needs 
is ten years | 
[lof total turmoil... 
fuck-it-all| Lanarchy... 
after that) [maybe it мій 
[mean something) again... 





victims, activists and academics - giving 
voice to dissenting views that rarely, if 
ever, make the mainstream press. On 
occasion, it invites hardliners on the show, 
allowing them to speak their piece - and 
answer to Amy. 

Currently the most skillful interviewer 
on the air in the US, Goodman has 
done her own share of on-the-ground 
investigative reporting in Nigeria and East 
Timor. In a new weekly column for King 
Featurés she explains her approach: "My 
goal as a journalist is to break the sound 
barrier. To cut through the static and bring 
forth voices that are not usually heard. 
Lam not talking about a fringe minority, 
or the 'Silent Majority, but a silenced 
majority, increasingly restless, of people 
who are looking for alternative sources of 
information in a complex world." That her 
show has hit critical mass was illustrated 
by her recent guest appearance on 
American television's much-lauded 
Colbert Report. 

For those outside the DN! broadcast 
range, interviews and headline stories 
are transcribed and posted on online at 
<democracynow.org> (including options 
in Spanish). Better yet, subscribe to 
the podcast through instructions on the 
site. An open-source internet TV viewing 
platform, the Democracy Player, can be 
downloaded for free at «getdemocracy. 
com>. 

_Deborah Campbell 


Available at your local bookseller. Take a peak inside at ADBUSTERS.ORG 
+ Hardcover + 416 pages + 25.5 cm x 28 cm (10.5" x 11.5") + 1000+ full-color photos 4 illustrations 


THOUGH 


I'm loath to admit that it's 
all my fault — these problems of war and 


famine, genocide, dead babies, incendiary bombs and 
bunker busters. I'm the smoking gun, the catalyst for Bush's 
“misunderestimations” in Iraq, terror threats, orange alerts, 
race hate and police violence. 

I'd turn myself in if they'd take me, but, according to my 
lawyers, I have yet to break a law, Yet it was my action that 
caused all this mess. I should be put to trial - crimes against 
humanity - and forced to walk the crossroads till | find 
repentance, 

It began several years ago when a bicycle-riding 12 year old 
almost ran over a middle-aged woman on 6th and Market. 
“Watch out, kid!” I yelled at him. 

“Fuck you, bitch,” he yelled back. Then more, then more. 

1 kept walking, but he swerved back my way, taunting me 
then hocking a lugubrious wad of saliva in my direction. 

The bulbous loogie hung in the air for a brief second before 
landing on my back, hating its way through my brand new 
shirt I had bought at the Gap. 

I chased the boy, ready to hate him with more words - club 
words that would make him bruise. I even called a cop. 

The peace officer hated the boy with a precise swat to the 
Achilles tendon with the old nightstick on their way to the 
squad car. 

Watching from the sidewalk, a tall man in a worn brown 
suit hated the cop with quick, angry, angular thoughts 
of racism, black boy hanging from the tree, oppressive 
authority, plungers in Manhattan, so many rides on the 
back of the bus, sweat equity, the Tuskegee experiments, 
reparations, COINTELPRO, fire hoses, Rodney King, M.L. 
King, daughter still works at Burger King, sodomy in the slave 
quarters, Strom Thurmond, white blacks, Black Like Me. 

Riddled with this elusive history of savagery and 
oppression, the man in the shoddy brown suit went and 
hated his wife with a clumsy fist to her right eye. That purple 
bruise wouldn't heal ‘till she released the fetid, sexual beast. 
So not to be outdone, she went and hated her ten lovers with 


her concussive, noisome trills and crushing genuflections. 

The lovers went out and hated each other with a passed- 
оп venereal disease, which ate at their insides and brought 
more enmity from neighboring viruses. Flanking attacks 
and “shock and awe” ran end-runs round the men’s immune 
systems till it was crushed by an H-bomb of viral anger. 
Hating itself, the virus turned to AIDS. 

But it didn't end there. One of the men was too long 
living, and he went and hated the establishment for not 
giving him drugs and for leaving him behind to die of a 
“queer” disease - homeless, broke. 

And a button-down man, red-faced and wasrish hated 
that disease of humanity by dragging the homeless, broke 
“alps monkey” through a field and cutting off his testicular 
sack. 

A neo-liberal, clad in tweed, hated the queer-batterer with 
a well-worded letter to the editor, published in none-other 
than the New York Times. And they all hated each other, those 
newspaper men and men of letters and buffed-out governors. 

Then the real men in power - important men with big cars 
and big guns - hated the liberals and journalists, and pinkos 
and queers, and blacks and cunts, and movie stars, and you 
and me, and Arabs and Jews, and gentiles with too much 
power and disk jockeys with too sharp of wit, and hated all 
the way till they blew up a little country on the other side of 
the globe. 

If could take it all back I would. But time marches 
forward, not in reverse, so from now on the world will be 
different, all because I failed to hold my tongue. Do what 
you will with me, but please, please don't HATE me. 
-Gregory Benchwick 
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TE. BE A MAN YOUR WHOLE LIFE, 





1 grew up in the suburbs of Seattle. Like my father and grandfather before me, І" 
liberate the people of the world who have never known democracy. On Septembé 
jumping out of the burning towers. That's when | decided to fight those extremist: 
country. | fight to preserve the American way of life. This is why І carry a gun. | kn 
war, and I'm willing to pay the price. 



















* Approximate number of Iraqi deaths directly 
attributable to violence since the 2003 Invasion, 
according to a report published in The Lancet 
‘medical journal in October, On the lower end of 
‘estimates, the Iraqî Body Count project ~ which 
tallies only officially reported deaths due to violence — 
places the non-combatant civilian death toll between 
44,000 and 49,000 as of October 18, although it 
notes that many deaths likely go unrecorded. 






| fight because | can't stand your fucking arrogance. You promised us democrat 
destruction. You bombed my village and turned my family into refugees, then yo] 
What do you take us for? You Brits and Yankees have been pulling off coups ап 
and you don't even remember any of it, do you? But ГИ never forget the day you 
dead, just like that, for no reason. I’ve had enough of this. I’m going to keep fig 

- desse Zerger Nathan 





The judge specifically senténced-me to suffer. | doubt 
that he has any idea as to how random and offbeat the 
misery is in here. | compose letters to acquaintances 

in the outside world, trying to explain rehabilitation 

by ordeal, but mostly I'm trying to explain it to 

myself. Christine, one of the women | write, says she 
believes not a word, but that | am to continue our 
correspondence because the letters are entertaining. 
That she regards my suffering as fictitious yet interesting 
comforts me in a curious way. Still, not everything is a 
lie. So, | keep my eyes open, stay alert, and write about 
what's happening here in the correctional facility. 


Mad Dog and Roscoe, two original gangsters from 
Compton, are playing Pinochle over оп the corner table. 
Neither is pleased with the other's skill against Aryan and 
Bobby, two white guys. 

“Whyn't you play the king of diamonds," Mad Dog 
complains. 

“I know how to play,” Roscoe says. 

“That don't seem to be the case.” 

Roscoe squints dolefully at Mad Dog. “Man, they's 
customs and rules you ain't never heard of." 

“Girls, girls," says Aryan, our local instigator, “We'll 
teach you how to play." He sets fire to a cigarette while 
smirking at his partner, Bobby. 

“Looky here, Roscoe, thanks to you, we got white 
boys schoolin' us.” Mad Dog shakes his head, worn by 
this tribulation. 

Bobby bounces on his seat excitedly. "We'll teach ya!” 
He is drunk and not used to winning anything. 

“You ain't teachin' me shit," Roscoe says, quietly grim. 

Three Mexicans, Paco, Flaco and Little Turtle are on 
the other side of the module trying to watch TV with a 
bunch of white guys, including Skinhead Johnny, Josh 
and Big Fred. 

“Dude, don't turn on that Spanish station again,” Big 








asks Flaco as politely as he can. 

“Is this what you're cryin’ about? Your station has а 
ommercial on, Homes." Flaco switches it back to the 
panish channel. 

"No disrespect, Homes," says Skinhead Johnny, always 
'oncerned with issues of this sort, “but it is the Whites’ TV 
ight." 

Paco's eyes grow hooded. “Saturday, Homes. Do you 

member Saturday?" 

Big Fred narrows his eyes and looks tired. "What about 

it" 
"On Saturday, Pelon let Josh watch that pinche dating 
how." 

“Oh yeah," Josh says, looking trapped, "But | don't 

member - * 

Johnny snarls at Josh, “Your traded our time?" 

“No! Hell NOI" 

Skinhead Johnny has professional and gorgeous 
wastikas tattooed on all of his limbs and a large festive 
ne on the top of his head. He stands and flexes them. 

(“This is White TV night. | suggest you complain to Pelon, 
not us.” 

The Mexicans retire to a corer table with a dozen 

outhsiders and radiate sullen conspiracies. 

| ат sitting with Scotty (who can only sit, having been 

tunned by the nurse with Librium), writing another soon-to- 

е unanswered letter to some woman or another bored with 

y dark promise. I've already learned to keep to myself, 
rying to hold my interactions with maniacs to a minimum. 

he skinheads have read me the Riot Act twice in the short 
ime I've been here, and still I don't know what's expected 

f me. | have never been in a riot, yet it's obvious to me and 

urely everyone else, except Scotty, that the tension level is 
ising with a slow, sure, meanness. 

"| believe you mothafuckas jus' might be card cheats, 
Mad Dog says, rising to his feet. 
Aryan stands. "My mother what?" No one here likes 
'ention of his mother. 
“You know what yo' momma done." 
I scrunch over, expecting the worst as always. New to 
his particular hellhole and unsure of protocol, | simply 
keep writing, switching from letter to these notes about the 
onfrontation, aware that such things can't be made up. 
hile I'm distracted by the black/white schism, sudden 
iolence breaks out in the TV area. 
"Southsiders ain't no trick, fool!” Flaco enigmatically 
shouts, as his cartel of a dozen or so attack the white guys. 
instantly, like magic, a riot breaks out, swirling around me 

is nearly 50 people start socking and jumping on each 

ther. All prisoners must be in a constant state of riot 
eadiness. 

The cops’ loudspeaker blares, “Back to your cells! Now! 
[Back to your cell 

None of the combatants is given the slightest pause by 
he officer's hysterical cries. Klaxons compete with the 
inmates’ shouts and the loudspeaker's demands. 

Neckbone, a black guy with horrible facial scars, 





screams, “Crip Trippin!” and is answered by a chorus of 
gang salutations. 


“Thank you," | say, glancing up from my writings. 

He taps his chest. "We're going to whup on these fools.” 
He has an explosion of irrational red hair, extraordinarily 
white skin tattooed from neck all the way, ! assume, to toe, 
and muscles for three people. 

“Stay down,” | say, a phrase I've learned that basically 
means, continue being a criminal. 

“I'm Gizmo, from North Park." 

Nonplussed, | put out my hand. "Saint James." 

"What's up?" Gizmo asks, as he eyes some certain detail 
of the melee. 

“Well, as you can see . . ." 

"Where you from?" 

Before | can admit to being from beautiful, sedate, well- 
policed La Jolla - scorned by most ghetto and trailer park 
dwellers - Gizmo, like a wild Irish king, hurls himself across 
the module, cursing fluently, to pluck a Mexican off the 
back of another grossly tattooed white guy. All three go 
down in a flailing pile. It's strangely touching how little these 
guys care for their own well-being when it comes to their 
friends. 

1 have no friends. | have nothing. Some of my friends 
оп the street may have been criminals of some sort, but 
they end up in rehabs or flee to other countries rather than 
get caught up like | have. Since arriving in county jail, I've 
sported two world class black eyes and six nasty stitches 
under my left eye. Before | realized where | was and who 
I was to become, | got in an argument about race and 
politics with a skinhead. A rookie nurse sewed me up. 
“Гуе never done this before," she said, and proved it by 
doing a crappy job memorialized by my pirate scar. As for 
the black eyes, | may have looked at the wrong person or 
misunderstood their dense argot. This is why | sit very still 
wary of even moving. | am bound to make a mistake. 

“Return to your cells! Now!” the deputy in the control 
tower blares again. All he gets in response is insults and 
confusion. 

"Fuck the police!” 

"Return these nuts!" 

"Breakfast!" 

The deputy screams into the microphone, “Down! Down! 
Everybody down!” contradicting his previous instructions, 


something that happens regularly. 

Aryan, bouncing around atop one of the tables, shouts 
atthe three Mexicans surrounding him, "You gotta live Бу 
some rules, Home Boy!" 

“We jus' wanna talk to you," Paco lies, and lunges for 
Aryan who kicks him in the shoulder. 

Over in the corner I hear a cry from underneath the pile 
ої disgruntled pinochle players. “Help! Fred!" It sounds like 
Bobby. He is a poor fighter, and drunkenness enhances that 
failing. 

Although the classic issues of TV, Pinochle and 
someone's mama helped to kick off the hostilities, the true 
root cause of nearly every riot is drunkenness. Odd as it 
may seem, alcoholic beverages are available here in the 
penal colony. Impromptu stills operate in a dozen cells. 
Apples, oranges, potatoes, Kool-Aid and whatever else can 

Даны stolen from the kitchen are converted into strong drink. 
Icohol then validates all irrational acts. 
ER Lam, for the moment, sober. | rarely drink, but I've never 
incarcerated before. | can see how this bludgeon of an 
experience might change a man. Not slowly, incrementally, 
but in large crippling leaps - the kind where you wake up 
Б morning to find yourself gone. 

My notoriety as the heroin-smoking bank robber who 
led a thousand cops, helicopters and insane dogs on a 
merry chase through the placid suburbs and mini-malls of 
San Diego is well known. This reputation and my deathly 
pallor must allow me to remain seated, unscathed, a mere 
Spectator. | try on distracted grim looks, flinching when 
a particularly devastating blow lands. Yet people keep 
approaching me, demanding interaction. 

A skinny, deeply furtive Mexican sits down at my table 
to make a strange proposition. "Hey, Homes, grab me and 
we'll roll around." 

"Excuse me?" 

“No problems. I'm Soupy - Soupy Mendoza. Do you 
wanna get hurt? І don't. So we grab each other, roll around 
and pretend. You ready?" 

“I'm kind of writing." | don't know what to make of him. 

"Have a heart, dog. If | don't get busy, my people fuck me 
up." 

Someone is screaming on the other side of the module. 
Big Fred and a gigantic black guy stand toe to toe trading 
head blows. Bloody noses and split heads are everywhere. 
Soupy's idea makes sense, but I Ger trust лур. 

“Look, I just got here" — —— 

"What do you want?" Soupy looks wildly around. "You 
мапі some weed?" He starts digging in his pocket. “I'll 
hook you up right now" 

"Are you crazy?" І point to the cop in the tower above us, 
already videotaping the action. 

“Yeah, yeah, ГІЇ hook you up later. You know what I'm 
sayin'?" 

"You're sayin’ what I'm knowin’, but maybe you should 
get with your own people." This didn't make a lick of sense, 
but it had been literally pounded into my head that you 
Stick to your own. 





“I'm tryin’ a help both of us,” Soupy says, pleading. 

The twisted wisdom of his plan begins to appeal, when 
three maniacal wrestlers, welded together with bear hugs, 
roll by shouting and slugging, taking the Spanish pacifist 
with them. І resume writing. 

As the battle started, it was the classic American struggle 
— Blacks against Whites against Mexicans - though several 
people enter a berserker rage and strike anyone at hand. 
Just as the riot settles in and the lines are drawn, alliances 
inexplicably shift. The Whites and Mexicans attack the 
Blacks. There is so much secret stuff going on around here 
with complex drug deals, gang vendettas, gambling and the 
confusing race situation, that no one except the power- 
addled shot callers know what's going on. There is history 
and precedent here of which | am supremely ignorant. 

Grateful not to have been sucked into the conflict, І 


notice others not engaged. A grimy six-foot white kid EZ 


named Dowser is on the phone talking to his girlfriend, 
alternately describing the riot then yelling about some 
aspect of her infidelities that pains him. Like a snake 
striking he suddenly reaches out and smacks Flaco in the 
head with the phone. | bet Dowser's girlfriend is pleased 
that he is in here with us. There are also two younger 
Mexicans on the upper tier watching the chaos below, 
probably lookouts for a third Mexican ransacking the cells, 
laying grounds for future conflicts. | don't want to get 
involved. 

Nearly everyone else is fully involved. Three or so duos, 
headlocked together, lurch around the module in a peculiar 
dance. The three wrestlers in the complicated bear hug roll 
from one end of the day room to the other trying to free 
themselves, knocking over various boxers. A couple of bad 
actors leap about athletically, striking dangerous martial art 
poses, studiously avoiding contact. 

"ARRRGGGHHH"" bellows Big Fred, “Check this out!” He 
picks Neckbone up and raises him over his head, and gu 
no good reason, runs in a circle. 

Ineffectually flailing, Neckbone cries, "Fuck you bit biteni” 

Big Fred stops and stares up at Neckbone. What?" 

"You a bitch. A white bitch!" hr 








Scotty looks gleefully up at me. "Fred owes me a 
cigarette." 

I hiss, "Get away from me." He returns to the fetal 
position. 

Fred jumps up, looks around wildly, stares at me for a 


moment, face contorted, fists clenched and then, thank 
god, attacks the three wrestlers even though two of them 
are white guys. 

‘Some of the combatants are using the hard plastic lunch 
trays as clubs, conking each other on the head. | try not 
to feel white pride when one of our guys gets in a good 
blow, but it's hard, under these circumstances, not to have 
primitive racist feelings that the system encourages. | have 
nothing against Mexicans or Blacks. Yet they hate me. 
Making my life complete, even the Whites seem to hate me. 
| hate me. The rolling, cascading, swelling riot represents 
my life perfectly. | sit and observe while all goes mad. My 
very presence causes events to veer into decline. When 
and if | do take action, it is only to add to or goad on the 
forces of chaos. | have become so unhinged from all that 
is right or respectable that | can't imagine any other state. 


ИШЕНЕ am 2 genius of downfall and entropy, and have come to 


rest where the essence of human lunacy directs all affairs. 

| can't help but feel that like all else that I've destroyed, | 
have somehow created this brawling place where | sit іп the 
center and observe and document my own disgrace. 

So, the inhabitants of our xenophobic society are 
throwing huge roundhouse punches that should kill their 

cipients, but no one dies. Stoics and hard cases, they just 
bleed angrily. I'm weak and sick. | surely look old, useless 
and | guess non-threatening. No one attacks me, but | am 
cursed in a variety of styles and languages. 

| сап" say enough about how cutting edge the cursing is. 
The most hardened linguist in the world would be shaken. 
A short, goateed black man named Pony has the loudest, 
foulest voice in the jail, and possibly the world. Even 
when things are going well he speaks only Motherfucker, 

a language where motherfucker is a noun, verb, adjective, 
and all their variations. Pony is holding a squirming white 
guy up in the air by his ankles and yelling to the public 

at large, “Mothafuka gon' refuckingret he mothafuckin" 
mothafucked a mothafucka. What's indifuckincated?" 

That | understood this, marks me. 

Gomper, a Crip | met in the holding tank who looks like a 
heavyweight fighter, reels by spastically boxing C-4 Smith, 
a white middleweight. Regardless of division, C-4 fells 
Gomper with a tremendous punch to the forehead. 

"Hey," Gomper says with a surprised hurt look, "Hey." 

C-4, rubbing his hand, sits down next to me. "What are 
you doing?" he asks іп а friendly manner. 

“Pm not sure,” | say. The percentages of bullshitting 
someone like C-4 are mostly full of failure. 

"You're Saint James, right?" We shook hands and | 
reflected on the oddness of meeting so many people in the 
middle of such strife. 

“It don't look good, you sittin’ here," C-4 says. 

"| know. | know." | always know. 

“I'm not trippin’, but Aryan might." 

“| just got here, I'm still kicking." This is a good excuse 
although І feel like I'm going to have withdrawal symptoms 
for the rest of my life. Five days into my kick, after four 
years of heroin smoking, | can't sleep or fight and only go 


to chow so РИ have something to throw up. Add that to my 
toxic mortification, and you have a profoundly beaten man. 

“All right,” C-4 says, “Well, take care of yourself. Watch 
your back.” He leaps back into the fray. 

1 ат watching my back, my side, all around me. | always 
see everything and know exactly when it and | go wrong. 

1 notice a black guy, immaculately groomed with braided 
beard, mustache and hair, slowly backing into a corner 
threatening anyone who gets close with our only coffee pot. 
The immaculate felon avoids landing any blows with the 
pot because, riot or not, his life would be worth little if the 
coffee pot broke. All the races would unite. Again, | am the 
outcast: | don't drink coffee and | don't care. 

All manner of strange weapons make an appearance. A 
couple opportunists break into the cleaning supplies closet 
and liberate a caustic green fluid to use as a chemical 
weapon, splashing it in their foes’ eyes. Those blinded 
curse their attackers as cowards and faggots, but are 
mostly mad for not having thought of the tactic themselves. 
Fighters slip in the green fluid, and fatigue seems to gear 
the fracas down a notch. 

A couple of the scarier Christians (huge tattoos of bloody 
crucifixions) leap onto a table shouting biblical threats. They 
are always predicting the end. 

"Blasphemers! This is the end!" bellows self-appointed 
Reverend Juke Jefferson, "The last times are upon us! Fall 
to your knees and pray to the almighty and merciful Jesus 
Christ, the Prince of Peace. He demands your obedience 
ог you will burn forever in glorious agony.” This short dark 
sermon із accompanied by a righteous jig. | don't believe 
in their god. ! know for a fact that he doesn't believe in 
me. Some among us worry that once these zealots sink 
completely into Old Testament lore, they will begin receiving 
instructions from God to kill sinners, who are in abundant 
supply. The sight of the wild-eyed fanatics dancing 
feverishly on the table slows everyone else down. 

The goon squad finally makes their appearance in the 
sally port right outside our module. They wear complicated 
body armor, helmets, paratrooper boots and bear shields 
and futuristic weaponry that emits pepper spray and 
shoots objects designed to stun. The squad doesn't look 
like they want to come into the module yet, and stand in 
formation shouting god knows what, because the Plexiglas 
is soundproof. 

The riot is nearly over and all the inmates get in their last 
insults, non-sequiturs, malapropisms and incomprehensible 
threats. 

"West Side! Ahight! West Side!” 

“Die like a cannibal!” 

"Sinners rejoice in your degradation!" 

"Breakfast mommy." 

1 detect an odd joy in the belligerents, only as things are 
winding down. The men here are junkies, sots, gamblers, 
thugs and thieves in revolt against everything. Incarcerated, 
they can indulge in none of their usual practices, venting 
and releasing. They fight the whole world including 
themselves, and I guess while they literally fight, it seems 








il i might win. "I wouldn't miss it,” | say, knowing it won't miss 

That the riot has ended is apparent to long-term me. Every day | am to be drawn further into the trap, 
idents. Final threats, slaps and punches are exchanged, | threatened and encouraged to join the convict fraternity 
then it's back to our cells before the squad pumps in the of despair. All I've known is lost. If | can't keep my self 
'epper gas and sends in German Shepherds to bite us. by myself, І will disappear into the state's version of me. 
The deputies go from cell to cell taking out the bloodiest At breakfast | sit with a ridiculously tough-looking 
onvicts to question and repair. Although по self-respecting | Mexican who gives his breakfast away and then asks 
ioter tells the cops anything, some tell on themselves and me, "Estas Confudido?" | never know what these guys 
yone whose name they can remember. By midnight the are talking about except for the cursing due to constant 
'odule settles down to an exhausted sleep. Awake or exposure. The Mexican withdraws into himself, and по 
lleep, it all seems like an endless dream. one else pays me attention. Breakfast ends peacefully. 
“Five a.m. collapses on me; it’s time for chow. Thinking Walking slowly back to my cell, | survey the yard - it's 
that the fight will be picked up where it left off, I'm surprised the exact length and width of my life. 11m 
see Aryan and Flaco shake hands and share a little 
laugh. Saint James Harris Wood currently resides in a California high 
Aryan suddenly spins around and turns the evil eye. desert penal colony. He has reinvented himself as a poet and writer. 
е. "Next time, you're in the fray, sick or not or else.” His work can be found on «darklyabsurd.com». 
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She was never seen sporting ЗУД 
molotov cocktails, yet the owlis| 
still managed to strike fear into the 
bureaucrats everywhere. 
Before her death this past April, the cele 
and incorrigible rabble-rouser tackled a great 
from economic growth, to Quebec separatism, t 
underpinnings of labor. Whether she liked it or not, however, 
it is the field of urban planning where she established her most 
substantial cultural legacy - though not one that was entirely 
untroubled, 


In her first book—1961’s The Death 


and Life of Great American Cities 
= Jacob's argued for dense, lively, walkable neighborhoods 
that integrate commercial, industrial and residential uses, 
neighborhoods meant to accommodate people rather than the 
movement of cars. Far from letting these ideas languish on the 
page, Jacobs embroiled herself in some vitriolic and very public 
battles against rationalist city planners who were intent on 
using bulldozers to “renew” cities, first in the fight against the 
Lower Manhattan Expressway, and then, once she emigrated in 
an act of opposition to the Vietnam War, against the proposed 
Spadina Expressway in her adopted city of Toronto. Not even 
multiple arrests could dissuade her and her cohorts, and both 
projects were eventually scuttled amongst growing public 
hostility. 

While she has on occasion been painted as the archetypal 
NIMBY, few are willing to deny the impact of Jacobs’ writing and 
activism. Death and Life is considered essential reading on the 


subject of urban development, and many point to Toronto itself 
-which mainly dodged the large-scale planning disasters that 





gutted so many similar US cities - as concrete evidence of her 
influence. 

At the same time, it is arguable that many of Jacobs' most 
vociferous proponents are the same people who have proven 
themselves most willing to visit violence upon the spirit of her 
ideas. Witness the New-Urbanists-cum-New-Traditionalists 
- those responsible for faux-village shopping centers and 
master-planned suburbs - whose love affair with a mythical, 
movie-lot version of the Small American Town attests to their 
unease with the same messy urban energy that Jacobs loved, and 
whose developments often smack of the same obdurate spirit of 
social engineering that characterized the worst Soviet housing 
projects. 


The fact is that Jacobs bristled at magic-wand, one-si 





its- 
all solutions. Neither rightist nor leftist, she described herself 
as an enemy of ideology and a critic of stubborn and stupid 
authority. She argued that healthy cities had to grow organically, 
and that a key part of a city’s social and cultural cohesion is 
entrepreneurship (even to the point of throwing her support 
behind the privatization of public utilities). 

Although hardly an entrepreneur herself, Jacobs was the best 
kind of rebel precisely because she was propelled by the best 
kind of entrepreneurial spirit: the kind that couples a confident 
streak of libertarianism with a belief that the individual can and 
must serve the greater social good. This is ultimately what made 
her so tough to peg, and equally as tough to ignore. 


—Clayton Dach 





It's Tuesday. | go to work with my uncle at his pet shop. 
Six cats are really sick. The have herpes and ring worms. 
They have to be put out of their misery. | agree to help, but 
| don’t want to be responsible for the killing of an animal. 

| go find an empty, big, dark green rubbish bin and roll it into the 

lane behind the shop. | jam a hose under the lid of the bin and 
begin filling it with water. In the back of the shop there are three 

cages, two cats in each. All up, there are four females and one 

male. | help my uncle take them out to the lane. 


Мом, the bin is full of water. | open the lid and take a step back. 
My uncle is in control. In go three of the cats. Brown, black and 
gray. One of them starts to climb out of the water. Its claws 
scratching the edges. My uncle watches - and closes the lid. 
| can hear muffled high pitch screams, like a child locked in 
a dark cupboard. One minute. ps In go the other brown, 







smells like vomit and | can feel the acid juices, 
p from my stomach, stagnant and burning my throat. | 
Squeeze harder on his throat. Finally his little claws let go. 

| put him back into the bin and shut the lid tight. 

There are no more screams and the water is still. 
Peter Turnbull 


While I swept up garbage in the alley, two stray kittens 
watched me apprehensively from beneath a car, their fur 
matted and filthy. Another stood in the open, licking dried 
ketchup from a packet that had burst open on the pavement. 
I thought of these sickly animals and how they were wild once. 
When our cities came, they became our quaint little pets, 
novelties. While some still enjoy lazy lives on windowsills, 
these poor bastards have, for whatever reason, been left out 





and forgotten, robbed q Freedom аби habitat, 





be taken very far. Unlike the stray 
peoples is not dependent on the 
They can and will fight back. And with the distaste for current 
leadership spreading to even the privileged 
segments of the world population, it doesn’t look like 
they'll be fighting alone. 
—David Warkentin 
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